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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Thirtit-eioht years are now elapsed since the 
death of Dr. Johnson, during which his character and 
talents have been scrutinized with a severity unpre- 
cedented in literary biography. There never, indeed, 
was a man of distinction of whom more may be known 
by those who have had no opportunity of personal 
acquaintance; and perhaps never was a man whose 
failings, after having been exposed by imprudence or 
exaggerated by malice, were sooner forgotten in the 
esteem excited by his superior talents and steady 
virtues. 

His early works came slowly into notice. They 
owed nothing to the tricks of popularity now so com- 
mon ; but their intrinsic merit gradually acquired for 
them a firm establishment. During his life, his in- 
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dividual pieces were frequently reprinted; and since 
his death, six large editions of his collected works 
have heen bought up by the Publick. A seventh, 
which has been loudly called for, is now completed, 
and with the recommendation of very important ad- 
ditions. What Lord Chesterfield said of Swift 
may be as truly applied to our author, " Whoever 
in the three kingdoms has any books at all, has 
Johnson." 

Research, not very painful or recondite, but which 
was neglected by Hawkins and Murphy, the pre- 
ceding editors of Johnson's Works, has enabled me to 
add more than thirty articles, none of which have 
hitherto appeared in any edition. These appeared to 
me to have unquestionable claims on the attention of 
his readers, and to be absolutely necessary to exhibit 
the variety of his powers at different periods of his 
life. Of their authenticity, I trust there can be no 
question ; internal evidence, as well as biographical 
authority, are too strongly in their favour to admit of 
any. 

By the permission of the proprietor, the whole of 
the "Prayers and Meditations" are now added. 
I have, however, given only a specimen of Dr. John- 
son's " Sermons," fearful lest the confidential pur- 
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pose for which they were written, and the changes 
which they probably underwent in the hands of the 
preacher, may afford an argument against their form- 
ing a Intimate portion of those works which the 
author would have consented to give to the press. 
Nor perhaps have they ever been considered as adding 
much to his fame. In the powers of moral suasion, 
Johnson was unrivalled, but in divinity he was seldom 
more than a moralist. 

Illustrative notes have been appended, where cer- 
tain events and circumstances required explanation, 
and dates and authorities were wanting. These 
were originally supplied by Johnson's first editor. Sir 
John Hawkins ; afterwards by John Nichols, Esq. 
and Mr. Isaac Reed; and more recently by Mr. 
Malone, Mr. James Boswell, Jun., and the present 
Editor. 

Alex. Chalmers. 

London, Feb. 1823. 
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AN 



ESSAY 



ON THE 



LIFE AND GENIUS 



OF 



SAMUEL JOHNSON, LL.D. 



When the works of a great Writer, who 
has bequeathed to posterity a lasting lega- 
cy, are presented to the world, it is natu- 
rally expected that some account of his life 
should accompany the edition. The Rea- 
der wishes to know as much as possible of 
the Author. The circumstances that at- 
tended him, the features of his private cha- 
racter, his conversation, and the means by 
which he rose to eminence, become the fa- 
vourite objects of inquiry. Curiosity is ex- 
cited; and the admirer of his works is eager 
to know his private opinions, his course of 

VOL. I. B 
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study, the particularities of his conduct, 
and, above all, whether he pursued the 
wisdom which he recommends, and prac- 
tised the virtue which his writings inspire. 
A principle of gratitude is awakened in 
every generous mind. For the entertain- 
ment and instruction which genius and di- 
ligence have provided for the world, men 
of refined and sensible tempers are ready to 
pay their tribute of praise, and even to form 
a posthumous friendship with the author. 

In reviewing the life of such a writer, 
there is, besides, a rule of justice to which 
the public have an undoubted claim. Fond 
admiration and partial friendship should 
not be suffered to represent his virtues with 
exaggeration; nor should maUgnity be al- 
lowed, under a specious disguise, to mag- 
nify mere defects, the usual failings of hu- 
man nature, into vice or gross deformity. 
The Kghts and shades of the character 
should be given ; and if this be done with 
a strict regard to truth, a just estimate of 
Dr. Johnson will afford a lesson perhaps as 
valuable as the moral doctrine that speaks 
with energy in every page of his works. 

The present writer enjoyed the conver* 
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mill>#^ flian f liirfy y^urg,. He thoUght it an 

honour to be so oonnected, and to this hour 
he reflects on his loss with regret: but le* 
gret, he knows, has secret bribes, by which 
the judgment may be influenced, and paar-» 
tial affection may be carried beyond the 
bounds of truth. In the present case> how- 
ever, nothing needs to be disguised, and 
exaggerated praise is unnecessary. It is an 
observation of the younger Pliny, in his 
Epistle to his Friend Tacitus, that history 
ought never to magnify matters of fact, ber 
cause worthy actions require nothing but 
the truth. Nam nee historia debet egredi 
veritatem^ et honeste factis verUas sufficitp 
This rule the present biographer promises 
shall guide his pen throughout the follow- 
ing narrative. 

It may be said, the death of Dr. Johnson 
kept the public mind in agitation beyond 
all former example. No literary character 
ever excited so much attention ; and, when 
the press has teemed with anecdotes, apoph-- 
thegms, essays, and publications of every 
kind, what occasion now for a new tract on 
the same threadbare subject? The plain 

b2 
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truth shall be the answer. The proprie- 
tors of Johnson s Works thought the life, 
which they prefixed to their former edi- 
tion, too unwieldy for republication. The 
prodigious variety of foreign matter, intro- 
duced into that performance, seemed to 
overload the memory of Dr. Johnson, and 
in the account of his own life to leave him 
hardly visible. They wished to have a more 
concise, and, for that reason, perhaps a more 
satisfactory account, such as may exhibit a 
just picture of the man, • and keep him the 
principal figure in the fore-groimd of his 
own picture. To comply with that irequest 
is the design of this essay, which the writer 
undertakes with a trembling hand. He has 
no discoveries, no secret anecdotes, no 
occasional controversy, no sudden flashes 
of wit and humour, no private conversa- 
tion, and no new facts, to embellish his 
work. Every thing has been gleaned. Dr. 
Jo hnson said of li^imself. " I am not imcan- 

ii t \\ f \, nnr s pYffl :gi Jjomefengs^sax 

"~. than. I mean- in. jest, and people are apt 

^ *' ttftibinlT mr rgrrionn* '' The exercise of 

that privilege, which is enjoyed by every 

* Boswell's Life of Johnson^ vol. ii. p. 465, 4to. edit. 
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man in society, has not been allowed to 
him. His fame has given importance even 
to trifles; and the zeal of his friends has 
brought every thing to light. What should 
be related, and what should not, has been 
published without distinction. Dicenda 
tacenda locuti! Every thing that fell from 
him has been caught with eagerness by his 
admirers, who, as he says in one of his let- 
ters, have acted with the diligence of spies 
upon his conduct. To some of them the 
following lines, in Mallet's Poem on Ver- 
bal Criticism, are not inapplicable : 

" Such that grave bird in Northern seas is found, 
** Whose name aDutchman only knows to sound; 
** Wherce'er the king of fish moves on before, 
** This humble friend attends from shore to shore; 
'* With eye still earnest, and with bill inclined, 
** He picks up what his patron drops behind, 
" With those choice cates his palate to regale, 
" And is the careful Tibbald of a whale." 

After so many essays and volumes of John- 
sonicma, what remams for the present wri- 
ter? Perhaps, what has not been attempt- 
ed; a short, yet ftdl, a faithful, yet tem- 
perate, history of Dr. Johnson. 
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SAMUEL JOHNSON was bom atLich- 
field, September 7, 1709, O. S.* His fa- 
ther, Michael Johnson, was a bookseller in 
that city; a man of large athletic make, and 
liolent passions; wrong-headed, po^tive, 
and at times afflicted with a degree of me- 
iancholy, little short of madnei^^ His mo- 
ther was sister to Dr. Ford, a practising 
physician, and father of Comehus Ford, 
generally known by the name of Parson 
Ford, the same who is represented near the 
punch-bowl in Hogarth's Midnight Modem 
Conversation. In the Life of Fenton, John- 
son says, that " his abilities, instead of fur- 
" nishing convivial merriment to the vo- 
'^ luptuous and dissolute, might have ena- 
" bled him to excel among the virtuous 
" and the wise/' Being chaplain to the 
Earl of Chesterfield, he wished to attend 
that nobleman on his embassy to the 
Hague. Colley Cibber has recorded the 
anecdote. ** You should go,'' said the witty 
peer, ** if to your many vices you would 

* This appears in u note to Johnson's Diary^ prefixed 
to the first of his prayers. After the alteration of the 
style, he kept his birth-day on the 18th of September, 
and it is accordingly marked September li 
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*^ add one more." ** Pray, my Lord^ what 
** is that?" *' Hypocrisy, my dear Doctor." 
Johnson had a yomiger brother named Na^ 
thaniel, who died at the age of twenty-seven 
or twenty-eight. Michael Johnson, the fa- 
ther, was chosen in the year 1718 Under 
BailifFof Lichfield; and in the year 1725 he 
served the office of the Senior Bailiff. He 
had a brother of the name of Andrew, who, 
for some years, kept the ring at Smithfield, 
appropriated to wrestlers and boxers. Our 
author used to say, that he was never thrown 
or conquered. Michael, the &ther, died 
December 1731, at the age of seventy-six: 
his mother at eighty*nine, of a gradual de- 
cay, in the year 1759. Of the family no- 
thing more can be related worthy of notice* 
Johnson did not delight in talking a£ his 
relations. "There is little pleasure," he 
said to Mrs. Piozzd, " .in relating the anec- 
dotes of beggary/' 

Johnson derived frmn his parents, or from 
anunwholesome nurse, the distemper called 
the King sEvU. The Jacobites at that time 
beUeved in the efficacy of the roytl touch, 
andaceordingly Mrs. Johnson presented her 
soR) when twoyeMsold, before Qne^iAnne, 
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who, for the first time, perfonned thatoffice, 
and communicated to her young patient all 
the healing virtue in her power. He was 
afterwards cut for that scrophulous hu- 
mour, and the under part of his face was 
seamed and disfigured by the operation. It 
is supposed, that this disease deprived him. 
of the sight of his left eye, and also im- 
paired his hearing. At eight years old, he 
was placed imder Mr. Hawkins, at the 
Free-school at Lichfield, where he was not 
remarkable for diligence or regular appli- 
cation. Whatever he read, liis tenacious 
memory made his own. In the fields with 
his school-fellows he talked more to himself 
than with his companions. In 1725, when 
he was about sixteen years old, he went on 
a visit to his cousin Cornelius Ford, who 
detained him for some months, and in the 
mean time assisted him in the classics. The 
general direction for his studies, which he 
then received, he related to Mrs. Piozzi. 
Obtain," says Ford, " some general prin- 
ciples of every science,: he who can talk 
** only on one subject, or act only in one de- 
partment, is seldom wanted, and, perhaps, 
never wished for; while the man of general 
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knowledge can often benefit, and always 
please." The advice Johnson seems to 
have pursued with a good inclination. His 
reading was always desultory, seldom rest- 
ing on any particular author, but rambling 
ftom one book to another, and, by hasty 
snatches, hoarding up a variety of know- 
ledge. . It may be proper in this place to 
mention another general rule laid down by 
Ford for Johnson s future conduct : " You 
" will make your way the more easily in the 
" world, as you are contented to dispute no 
" man s claim to conversation-excellence : 
** they will, therefore, more willingly allow 
"your pretensions as a writer." But," says 
" Mrs. Piozzi, " the features of peculiarity, 
" which mark a character to all succeeding 
" generations, are slow in coming to their 
" growth." That ingenious lady adds, with 
her usual vivacity, " Can one, on such an 
occasion, forbear recollecting the predic- 
tions of Boileaus father, who said,strok- 
ing the head of the young satirist, ' This 
" Uttle man has too much wit, but he will 
" never speak ill of any one'." 

On Johnson's return fi-om Cornelius Ford, 
Mr. Himter, then master of the Free-school 
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at Lichfield, refiised to receive him again oh 
that foundation. At this distance of time, 
what his reasons were, it is vain tb inquire; 
but to refuse assistance to a lad of promis- 
ing genius must be pronounced harsh and 
iUiberaL It did not, however, stop the pro- 
gress of the young student's education. He 
was placed at another school, at Stourbridge 
in Worcestershire, under the care of Mr. 
Wentworth. Having gone through the ru- 
diments of classic literature, he returned to 
his father s house, and was probably intend- 
ed for the trade of a bookseller. He has 
been heard to say that he could bind a book. 
At the end of two years, being then about 
nineteen, he wont to assist the studies of a 
young gentleman, of the name of Coibet, 
to the University of 0:jlrord; and on the 
Slst of October, 1728, both were entered of 
Pembroke College; Corbet as a gentleman- 
commoner, and Johnison as a commoner. 
The college tutor, Mr. Jordan, was a man 
of no genius ; and Johnson, it seems, shew- 
ed an early c(mtempt of mean abiHties, in 
one or two instances behaving with inso- 
lence to that gentleman. Of his general 
conduct at the university there are no par- 
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ticulars that merit attention, except the 
translation of! Pope's Messiah, which was a 
college exercise imposed upon him as a 
task by Mr* Jordan. Corbet left the uni- 
versity in about two years, and Johnson's 
salary ceased. He was, by consequence, 
straitened in his circumstances; but he still 
remained at college. Mr. Jordan, the tutor, 
went off to a living ; and was succeeded by 
Dr. Adams, who afterwards became head 
of the college, and was esteemed through 
life for his learning, his talents, and his ami- 
able character. Johnson grew more regu- 
lar in his attendance. Ethics, theology, and 
classic Kterature, were his fevourite stu- 
dies. He discovered, notwithstanding, early 
symptoms of that wandering disposition of 
mind which adhered to him to the end of 
his life. His reading was by fits and starts, 
undirected to any particular science. Ge- 
neral philology, agreeably to his cousin 
Ford's advice, was the object of his ambi- 
tion. He received, at that time, an early 
impression of piety, and a taste for the best 
authors ancient and modem. It may, not- 
withstanding, be questioned whether ex- 
cept his Bible, he ever read a book entirely 
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through. Late in life, if any man praised 
a book in his presence, he was sure to ask, 
" Did you read it through ?" If the answer 
was in the affirmative, he did not seeni 
willing to beheve it. He continued at the 
university till the want of pecuniary sup- 
plies obliged him to quit the place. He ob- 
tiained, however, the assistance of a friend, 
and returning in a short time was able to 
complete a residence of three years. The 
history of his exploits at Oxford, he used 
to say, was best known to Dr. Taylor and 
Dr. Adams. Wonders are told of his me- 
mory, and, indeed, all who knew him late 
in life can witness that he retained that 
faculty in the greatest vigour. 

From the university Johnson returned 
to Lichfield. His father died soon after, 
December 1731 ; and the whole receipt 
out of his effects, as appeared by a memo- 
randum in ^e son s hand-writing, dated 
15th June, 1732, was no more than twenty 
pounds*. In this exi^nce, determined that 

* The entry of this is remarkable for his early reso- 
lution to preserve through life a fair and upright cha- 
racter. ** 1732, Junii 16. Undecim aureos deposui, 
** quo die, quidquid ante matris funus (quod serum sit 
•*'precor) de paternis bonis sperare licet, viginti scili- 
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poverty should neither depress his spirits 
nor warp his integrity, he became under- 
master of a grammar-school at Market Bos- 
worth in Leicestershire. That resource, 
however, did not last long. Disgusted by 
the pride of Sir Wolstan Dixie, the patron 
of that little seminary, he left the place in 
discontent, and ever after spoke of it with 
abhorrence. In 1733 he went on a visit to 
Mr. Hector, who had been his school- 
fellow, and was then a surgeon at Birming- 
ham, lodging at the house of Warren, a 
bookseller. At that place Johnson trans- 
lated a Voyage to Abyssinia, written by 
Jerome Lobo, a Portuguese missionary. 
This was the first literary work fi-om the 
pen of Dr. Johnson. His fiiend Hector 
was occasionally his amanuensis. The 
work was, probably, undertaken at the de- 
sire of Warren, the bookseller, and was 
printed at Birmingham ; but it appears in 
the Literary Magazine, or History of the 
Works of the Learned, for March, 1735, 
that it was published by Bettesworth and 



" cet libras, accepi. Usque adeo mihi mea fortuna 
'* fingenda est. Interea, ne paupertate vires animi 
'* languescant, nee in flagitia egestas abigat, cavendom/^ 
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Hitch, Paternoster-row. It contains a nar- 
rative of the endeavours of a company of 
missionaries to convert the people of A)^s- 
sinia to the Church of Rome. In the pre- 
face to this work Johnson observes, " that 
the Portuguese traveller, contrary to the 
general view of his countrymen, has 
^' amused his readers with no romantic ab- 
" surdities, or incredible fictions. He apr 
** pears, by his modest and unaffected narra- 
tion to. have described things as he saw 
them; to have copied nature from the 
life; and to have consulted his senses, 
not his imagmation. He meets with no 
basilisks, that destroy with their eyes ; 
his crocodiles devour their prey, without 
tears ; and his cataracts fall from the 
rock, without deafening the neighbour- 
ing inhabitants. The reader will here 
find no regions cursed with irremediable 
barrenness, or blessed with spontaneous 
fecundity ; no perpetual gloom, or im- 
ceasing sun-shine ; nor are the nations^ 
here described, either void of all sense of 
" humanity, or consummate in all private 
*' and social virtues ; here are no Hottem— 
" tots without religion, polity, or articuli^t^ 
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" language ; no Chinese perfectly polite, 
" and completely skilled ia all sciences ; 
** he will discover, what will always be dis- 
covered by a diligent and impartial inqui- 
rer, that wherever human nature is to he 
" found, there is a mixture of vice and Vir- 
" tue, a contest of passion and reason; and 
'' that the Creator doth not appear partial 
in his distributions, but has balanced, in 
most countries, their particular incon* 

veniences, by particular favours." We 

have here an early specimen of Johnson's 
mamier : the vein of thinking and the frame 
of the sentences are manifestly his : we see 
the infant Hercules. The translation of 
Lobo's Narrative has been reprinted lately 
in a separate volume, with some other tracts 
of Dr. Johnson s, and therefore forms no 
part of this edition ; but a compendious ac- 
count of so interesting a work as Father 
Lobo's discovery of the head of the Nile 
will not, it is imagined, be unacceptable to 
the reader. 

Father Lobo, the Portuguese Missionary, 
embarked, in 1622, in the same fleet with 
the Count Fidigudraj who was appointed, 
by the king of Portugal, Viceroy of the In- 
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dies. They arrived at Goa ; and in Jan. 
1624, Father Lobo set, out on the mission to 
Abyssinia. Two of the Jesuits, sent on the 
same commission, were murdered in their 
attempt to penetrate into that empire! 
Lobo had better succeiss : he surmounted 
all difficulties, and made his way into the 
heart of the country. Then follows a de- 
scription of Abyssinia, formerly the largest 
empire of which we have an account in his- 
tory. It extended from the Red Sea to the 
kingdom of Congo, and from Mgypt to the 
Indian Sea, containing no less than forty 
provinces. At the time of Lobo's mission, 
it was not much larger than Spain, consist- 
ing then but of five kingdoms, of which part 
was entirely subject to the Emperor, and 
part paid him a tribute, as an acknow- 
ledgment. The provinces were inhabited 
by Moors, Pagans, Jews, and Christians. 
The last was in Lobo's time the established 
and reigning reUgion. The diversity of 
people and religion is the reason why 
the kingdom was imder different forms of 
government, with laws and customs ex- 
tremely various. Some of the people neither 
sowed their lands, nor improved them by 
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&ny kind of culture, living upon milk and 
flesh, and, like the Arabs, encamping with- 
out any settled habitation. In some places 
they practised no rites of worship, though 
they believed that, in the regions above, 
there dwells a Being that governs a world. 
This Deity they call in their language Oul. 
The Christianity, professed by the people 
in some parts, is so corrupted with supersti- 
tions, errors, and heresies, and so mingled 
with ceremonies borrowed from the Jews, 
that little, besides the name of Christianity, 
is to be found among them. The Abyssins 
cannot properly be said to have either cities 
or houses ; they live in tents or cottages 
made of straw or clay, very rarely building 
with stone. Their villages or towns con- 
sist of these huts ; yet even of such villages 
they have but few, because the grandees, 
the viceroys, and the emperor himself, are 
always in camp, that they may be prepared, 
upon the most sudden alarm, to meet every 
emergence in a country which is engaged 
every year either in foreign wars or intes- 
tine commotions. Ethiopia produces very 
near the same kinds of provision as Portu- 
gal, though, by the extreme laziness of the 

VOL. I. c 
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inhabitants^ in. a much less quantity. What 
the ancients imagined of the torrid zone 
being a part of the world uninhabitable, is 
so far from being true, that the climate is 
very temperate. The blacks have better 
features than in other countries, and are not 
without wit and ingenuity. Their appre- 
hension is quick, and their judgment sound. 
There are in this climate two harvests in the 
year : one in winter, which lasts through the 
months of July, August, and September ; 
the other in the spring. They have, in the 
greatest plenty, raisins, peaches, pomegra- 
nates, sugar-canes, and some figs. Most of 
these are ripe about Lent, which the Abys- 
sins keep with great strictness. The animals 
of the country are the lion, the elephant, the 
rhinoceros, the unicorn, horses, mules, oxen, 
and cows without number. They have a 
very particular custom, which obliges every 
man, that has a thousand cows, to save 
every year one day's milk of all his herd> 
and make a bath with it for his relations. 
This they do so many days in each year, as 
they have thousands of cattle ; so that, to 
express how rich a man is, they tell you, 
he bathes so many times. 
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*' Of the river Nile, whibhhas furnished 
so much controversy, we have a full and 
clear description. It is called by the natives, 
Abavi, the Father of Water. It rises iH 
Sac ALA, a province of the kingdoln of Goi- 
AMA, the most fertile and agre^ble pairt of 
the Abyssinian dominions. Onthe EasteMt 
side of the country, on the declivity of a 
mountain, whose descent is so easy, that it 
seemis a beautiful plain, is that source of 
the Nile, which has been sought after at set 
much expense and labour. This spring, or 
rather these two springs, are two holes, 
each about two feet diameter, a stone's cast 
distant from each other. One of them is 
about five feet and a Ihalf in depth.- Lobo^ 
was not able to sink his plummet lowers 
perhaps, because it was stopped by roots; 
the whole place being fiill of trees. Alind* 
often feet did not reach the bottom^of tMer ^ 

* 

other. ' These springs are supposed' by the^ 
Abyssins to be the veiits of a great subtef^' 
raneoiis lake. At a small distance to the 
South, is a village called Gm>, through 
which you ascend to the top of the moun- 
tain, where there is a little hill, which the- 
idolatrous Agad hold in great veneration. 

c 2 
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Their priest calls them together to this 
place once a year ; and every one sacrifices 
a cow, or more, according to the different 
degrees of wealth and devotion. Hence we 
have sufficient proof, that these nations al- 
ways paid adoration to the Deity of this 
famous river. 

" As to the course of the Nile, its waters^ 
after their first rise, run towards the East, 
about the length of a musket-shot ; then, 
turning Northward, continue hidden in the 
grass and weeds for about a quarter of a 
league, when they re-appear amongst a 
quantity of rocks. The Nile from its source 
proceeds with so inconsiderable a current, 
that it is in danger of being dried up by the 
hot season ; but soon receiving an increase 
fi-om the Gemma, the Keltu, the Bransa, 
and the other smaller rivers, it expands to 
such a breadth in the plains of Boad, which 
is not above three days' journey from its 
source, that a musket-ball will scarcely fly 
from one bank to the other. Here it begins 
to run northward, winding,, however, a 
little to the East, for the space of nine or 
ten leagues, and then enters the so-much- 
talked-of Lake of Dambia, flowing with 
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«uch violent rapidity, that its waters may be 
distinguished through the whole passage, 
which is no less than six leagues. Here 
begins the greatness of the Nile. Fifteen 
miles farther, in the land of Alata, it 
rushes precipitately from the top of a high 
rock, and forms one of the most beautiftd 
water-falls in the world. Lobo says, he 
passed under it without being wet, and 
resting himself, for the sake of the cool- 
ness, was charmed with a thousand delight- 
ful rainbows, which the sun-beams painted 
on the water, in all their shining and lively 
colours.* The fall of this mighty stream, 
from so great a height, makes a noise that 
may be heard at a considerable distance : , 
but it was not found, that the neighbour- 

* This Mr. Bruce, the late traveller, avers to be a 
downright falsehood. He says, a deep pool of water 
reaches to the very foot of the rock ; and, allowing 
that there was a seat or bench (which there is not) in 
the middle of the pool, it is absolutely impossible, by 
any exertion of human strength, to have arrived at it 
But it may be asked, can Mr. Bruce say what was the 
face of the country in the year 1622, when Lobo saw 
the magnificent sight which he has described ? Mr* 
Bruce's pool of water may have been formed since ; 
and Lobo, perhaps, was content to sit down without a 
bench. 
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ing inhabitants were deaf. After the cata- 
ract, the Nile collects its scattered stream 
among the rocks, which are so near each 
other, that in Lobo s time, a bridge of 
beams, on which the whole imperial army 
passed, was laid over them. Sultan Se- 
QUED has since built a stone bridge of one 
arch, in the same place, for which purpose 
he procured masons from India. Here the 
river alters its course, and passes through 
various kingdoms, such as Amhaba, Ol ac a, 
Choaa, Damot, and the kingdom of Goi- 
AMA, and, after various windings, returns 
within a short day's journey of its spring. 
To pursue it through all its mazes, and ac- 
company it round the kingdom of Goiama, 
is a journey of twenty-nine days. From 
Abyssinia, the river passes into the coun- 
tries of Fazulo and Ombarca, two vast 
regions little known, inhabited by nations 
entirely different from the Abyssins. Their 
hair, like that of the other blacks in those 
re^ons, is short and curled. In the year 
1615, Rassela Christos, Lieutenant-ge- 
neral to Sultan Sequed, entered those king- 
doms in a hostile manner ; but, not being 
aWe to get intelligence, returned without at- 
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tempting any thing. As the empire of Abys- 
sinia tenninates at these descents, Lobo 
followed the course of the Nile no farther, 
leaving it to rage over barbarous kingdoms, 
and convey wealth and plenty into JEgypt, 
which owes to the annual inundations of 
this rivet its envied fertility.* Lobo knows 
nothing of the Nile in the rest of its pas- 
sage, except that it receives great increase 
from many other rivers, has several cata- 
racts like that already described, and that 
few fish are to be foimd in it : that scarcity 
is to be attributed to the river-horse and the 
crocodile, which destroy the weaker inhabi- 
tants of the river. Something, likewise, 
must be imputed to the cataracts, where 
fish cannot fall without being killed. Lobo 
adds, that neither he, nor any with whom he 
coftversed about the crocodile, ever saw him 
weep ; and therefore all that hath been said 
about his tears must be ranked among 
the fables invented fi)r the amusement of 
children. 

* After comparing this description with that lately 
given by Mr. Bruce, the reader will judge whether 
Lobo is to lose the honour of having been at the head 
of the Nile near two centuries before any other Euro- 
pean traveller. 
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'^ As to the causes of the inundations of 
the Nile, Lobo observes, that many an idle 
hypothesis has been framed. Some theo- 
rists ascribe it to the high winds, that stop 
the current, and force the water above its 
banks. Others pretend a subterraneous 
communication between the Ocean and the 
Nile, and that the sea, when violently agi- 
tated, swells the river. Many are of opinion, 
that this mighty flood proceeds from the 
melting of the snow on the mountains of 
^Ethiopia ; but so much snow and such 
prodigious heat are never met with in the 
same region. Lobo never saw snow in 
Abyssinia, except on Mount Semen in the 
kingdom of Tigre, very remote from the 
Nile ; and on Namara, which is, indeed, 
not far distant, but where there never falls 
snow enough to wet, when dissolved, the 
foot of the mountain. To the immense 
labours of the Portuguese, mankind is 
indebted for the knowledge of the real 
cause of these inundations, so great and 
so regular. By them we are informed, 
that Abyssinia, where the Nile rises, is full 
of mountains, and, in its natural situation, 
is much higher than ^Egypt ; that in the 
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winter, from June to September, no day is 
without rain ; that the Nile receives in its 
course, all the rivers, brooks, and torrents, 
that fall from those mountains, and, by ne- 
cessary consequence, swelling above its 
banks, fills the plains of Mgypt with inun- 
dations, which come regularly about the 
month of July, or three weeks after the be- 
ginning of the rainy season in Ethiopia. 
The different degrees of this flood are such 
certain indications of the fruitfulness or 
sterility of the ensuing year, that it is pub- 
Ucly proclaimed at Cairo how much the 
water hath gained during the night." 

Such is the account of the Nile and its 
inundations, which it is hoped will not be 
deemed an improper or tedious digression, 
especially as the whole is an extract from 
Johnson's translation. He is all the time 
the actor in the scene, and in his own 
words relates the story. Having finished 
this work, he returned in February 1734, 
to his native city, and, in the month of 
August following, pubhshed Proposals for 
printing by subscription the Latin Poems 
of Politian, with the History of Latin Poe- 
try, from the JEtb. of Petrarch to the time 
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of Politian; and also the Life of Politian, 
to be added by the Editor, Samuel John- 
son. The book to be printed in 30 octavo 
sheets, price five shillmgs. It is to be re- 
gretted that this project failed for want of 
encouragement, Johnson, it seems, dif- 
fered from Boileau, Voltaire, and D'Alem- 
bert, who have taken upon them to pro- 
scribe all modem efforts to write with ele- 
gance in a dead language. For a deci- 
sion pronounced in so high a tone, no good 
reason can be assigned. The interests of 
learning require, that the diction of Greece 
and Rome should be cultivated with care; 
and he who cgtn write a language with cor- 
rectness, will be most likely to understand 
its idiom, its grammar, and its peculiar 
graces of style. What man of taste would 
willingly forego the pleasure of reading 
Vida, Fracastorius, Sannazaro, Strada, and 
others^ down to the late elegant produc-* 
ti(ms of Bishop Lowth? The history which 
Johnson proposed to himself would, be- 
yond all question, have been a valuable 
addition to the history of letters ; but his 
project failed. His next expedient was to 
oflfer his assistance to Cave, the original 
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projector of the Gentleman's Magazine. 
For this purpose he sent his proposals in 
fi letter, offering, on reasonable terms, oc- 
casionally to fill some pages with poems 
and inscriptions never printed before; with 
fugitive pieces that deserved to be revived, 
and critical remarks on authors ancient and 
modem. Cave agreed to retain him as a 
correspondent and contributor to the Ma- 
gazine. What the conditions were cannot 
now be known ; but, certainly, they were 
not sufficient to hinder Johnson from cast- 
ing his eyes about him in quest of other 
employment. Accordingly, in 1735, he 
made overtures to the reverend Mr. 
Budworth, Master of a Grammar-school at 
Brerewood, in Staffordshire, to become his 
assistant. This proposition did not succeed. 
Mr. Budworth apprehended, that the invo- 
luntary motions, to which Johnson's nerves 
were subject,^ might make him an object of 
ridicule with his scholars, and, by conse- 
quence, lessen their respect for their mas- 
ter. Another mode of advancing hunself 
presented itself about this time. Mrs. Por- 
ter, the widow of a mercer in Birmingham, 
admired his talents. It is said that she 



28 AN fiSSAY ON THE LIFE AND 

had about eight hundred pounds ; and that 
sum to a person in Johnson's circumstances 
was an affluent fortune. A marriage took 
place ; and, to turn his wife's money to the 
best advantage, he projected the scheme 
of an academy for education. Gilbert 
Walmsley, at that time Registrar of the 
Ecclesiastical Court of the Bishop of Lich- 
field, was distinguished by his erudition, 
and the politeness of his manners. He was 
the friend of Johnson, and, by his weight 
and influence, endeavoured to promote his 
interest. The celebrated Garrick, whose 
father. Captain Garrick, Uved at Lichfield, 
was placed in the new seminary of educa- . 
tion by that gentleman's advice. Garrick 
was then about eighteen years old. An 
accession of seven or eight pupils was the 
most that could be obtained, though no- 
tice was given by a public advertisement*, 
that at Edial, near Lichfield, in Stafford- 
shire, young Gentlemen are boarded and 
taught the Latin and Greek Languages^ 
by Samuel Johnson. 

The undertaking proved abortive. John- 
son, having now abandoned all hopes of 

* Se« the Gentleman's Magazine for 1736, p. 418* 
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promoting his fortune in the country, de- 
termined to become an adventurer in the 
world at large. His young pupil, Garrick, 
had formed the same resolution; and, ac- 
cordingly, in March 1737, they arrived in 
London together. Two such candidates 
for fame perhaps never, before that day, 
entered the metropolis together. Their 
stock of money was soon exhausted. In 
his visionary project of an academy, John- 
son had probably wasted his wife's sub- 
stance; and Garrick's father had little more 
than his half-pay. — The two fellow-travel- 
lers had the world before them, and each 
was to choose his road to fortune and to 
fame. They brought with them genius, and 
powers of mind, peculiarly formed by na- 
ture for the different vocations to which 
each of them felt himself inclined. They 
acted from the impulse of young minds, 
even then meditating great things, and 
with courage anticipating success. Their 
friend, Mr. Walmsley, by a letter to the 
Rev. Mr. Colson, who, it seems, was a 
great mathematician, exerted his good of- 
fices in their favour. He gave notice of 
their intended journey. " Davy Garrick," 
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he said, " will be with yon next week ; and 
Johnson, to try his fete with a tragedy, and 
to get himself employed in some translation 
either from the Latin or French. Johnson 
is a very good scholar and a poet, and, I have 
great hopes, will turn out a fine tragedy- 
writer. If it should be in your way, I doubt 
not but you will be ready to recommend and 
assist your countrymen." Of Mr. Walms- 
ley's merit, and the excellence of his char 
racter, Johnson has left a beautiful testi- 
monial at the end of the Life of Edmund 
Smith. It is reasonable to conclude, that 
a mathematician, absorbed in abstract spe- 
culations, was not able to find a sphere of 
action for two men who were to be the 
architects of their own fortune. In three 
or foiu* years afterwards Garrick came forth 
with talents that astonished the public. 
He began his career at Goodman's-fields; 
and there, monstratusfatis Vespasianus ! he 
chose a lucrative profession, and conse^ 
quently soon emerged fi-om all his difficul- 
ties. Johnson was left to toil in the hum- 
ble walks of literature. A tragedy, as ap- 
pears by Walmsley's letter, was the whole 
of his stock. This, most probably, was 
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Irene; but, if then finished, it was doQiaoh 
ed to wait for a more happy period; It 
was offered to Fleetwood, and rejected^ 
Johnson looked round him for employ^ 
ment. Having while he remained in. the 
country, qonresponded with Cave, under a 
feigned name, he now thought it time to 
make himself known to a man whom he 
considered as a patron of Uterature. Cave 
had announced, by public* advertisement, 
a prize of fifty pounds for the best poem^ 
on life. Death, Judgemenl^ Heaven^ and 
HeU; an^; thi^ circumstance difiused an 
idea of ' his liberality. Johnson became 
connected with, hkn in business, and in a 
close and intimate acquaintance. — Of 
Cave's char^kcter it is unnecessary to say 
aiiy thing in this place, as Johnson was 
afterwards the biographer of his. first and 
mps<^ usefiil patron. To be engaged in the 
translation of some important book was 
still the object which Johnson had in 
view. For this. purpose he proposed to 
give the History, of the Council of Tjent^ 
with copious notes then lately added to a 
French edition. — Twelve sheets of this 
work were, printed, for which Johnson re- 
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ceived forty-nine pounds, as appears by 
his receipt in the possession o£ Mr. Ni- 
chols^ the compiler of that entertaining 
and useful work, the Gentleman's Maga- 
zine. Johnsons translation was never 
completed : a like design was offered to 
the pubUc, under the patronage of Dr. Za- 
chary Pearce ; and by that contention both 
attempts were frustrated. Johnson had 
been commended by Pope for the transla- 
tion of the Messiah into Latin verse ; but 
he knew no approach to so eminent a man. 
— ^With one, however, who was connected 
with Pope, he became acquainted at St. 
Johns Gate; and that person was no 
other than the well-known Richard Sar 
vage, whose Life was afterwards written 
by Johnson with great elegance, and a 
depth of moral reflection. Savage was a 
man of considerable talents. His address, 
his various accomplishments, and, above 
all, the peculiarity of his misfortunes, 
recommended him to Johnson s notice. 
They became united in the closest inti- 
macy. Both had great parts, and they 
were equally under the pressure of want. 
Sympathy joined them in a league of 
friendship. Johnson has been often heard 
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to relate, that he and Savajge walked round 
Gro svenor- s guare til l four in thejajwnain 
in the course of theireonv^Kaadix^^ 
i ny the worlds 4fithTfti^^T^g prin/^As^ ^^gf^i,. 

tjll^ ^tigued ^t i^- ' k^ n g t h ^ji^^ legisla- 

ti Yf ofBftfintnpy npgnn tn tppl tnn i^^anf o f 
rofipoohmonty > bu t c oul d . .^ .n jaij:^ mugter up 
more than four-pence-halfpenny. Savage, 
it is true, had many vices ; but vice could 
never strike its roots in a mind like John- 
son's, seasoned early with religion, and the 
principles of moral rectitude. His first 
prayer was composed in the year 1738. 
He bad not at that time renounced the 
use of wine ; and, no doubt, occasionally 
enjoyed his friend and his bottle. The love 
of late hours, which followed him through 
life, was, perhaps, originally contracted in 
company with Savage. However that may 
be, then* connection was not of long dura- 
tion. In the year 1738, Savage was re- 
duced to the last distress. Mr. Pope, in 
a letter to him, expressed his concern for 
" the miserable withdrawing of his pension 
after the death of the Queen ;" and gave 
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hitn ho|>es that, " hi a short tune, he should 
find himiself suppKed with a competence, 
without any dependance on those little 
creatufes, whom we are pleased to call 
the Great." The scheme proposed to 
him was, that he should retire to Swansea 

• • " • ■ 

ill Wales, and receive an allowance of fifty 
pounds a year, to be raised by subscription; 
Pope was to pay twenty pounds. This 
plan, though finally established, took more 
than a year before it was carried into exe- 
eution. In the mean time, the intended 
retreat of Savage called to Johnsons mind 
the thu-d satire of Juvenal, in which that 
poet takes leave of a fiiend, who was with- 
drawing himself from all the vices of Rome. 
Struck with this idea, lie wrote that well- 
known Poem, called London. The first 
lines manifestly point to Savage. 

** Though grief and fondness in my breast rebel. 
When injur'd Thales bids the town farewell; 
Yet still my calmer thoughts his choice com- 
mend; 
I praise the hermit, but regret the friend : 
Resolv'd at length, from Vice and London far. 
To breathe in distant fields a purer air ; 
And, fix'd on Cambria's solitary shore, 
Grive to St. David one true Briton more.'* 



wich. He there fi^e^ th,i^ s^^me, f^ ti^^ 
leave of his friend : who, he ^yi^ in his 
J/jfe, pa^e^ irpw hm Vth t^ar% ^ his 
.«yft8, Thfi iwpm. whfitt fiTvigbeq. ^as o i£- 
feTe4 tQ Cav^ It ljapp^n§4, hov^eyer^ 
\}ie late ]VEv. Dodsley wa^ th« purch^^, 
.?;t the price of t^ guineas, lLS2SJ^. 
^V^hf^l ^" 17^^' ""^ pope, we a^e ^1^, 
9^, " Xfee autfefflr, whoev^i? )^e ^ ¥# ^ 
ba Jong cpnceaj^j" all^Ji^g ^ t^e pp^- 
9{igQ ip Terence, Ubi^ t^M e^t^ dm c^h^i. mf 
potest. Is^otwith^anding thW pr#dictifi|:|, 
it 4q^ P<>^ appe{)£ that« besi4e^ t-^e ^ffl[^iP~ 
mcoiiQy, ^y advantage ^ccyue^ i^ tl»^ anj- 
thor of a poem, written wHhi t^l^e «|ji9g£a^ 

Wk4 e»ei?gy of Pope, Jph^sQn, in Mgust 

}738, went, with all the &i9e of hipl PQ^ 
|j?y, to qfl^p hiingelf a pandid%t?^ for )3»<b 
1lt9^;sbip of jdie school at Appljeby* in 

I^iccstfiwbire, The at^twtes ef th« plaip^ 
Kiqiiir^iji^ tbftt ^ persQo chosen ^Qri4 bf 
Hi mtster of arta» To cemove tl^s pl^ectipii, 
i(^ 1^ Lord l^owcar wag induced tp wM/f 
tP 4 MmdL in prdpp to obtain i^ Jphmi^P 

^ by th« rejBcwnm^wte^en f^ Pr. SYfifl?. 
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The letter was printed in one of the Maga- 
zines/ and is as follows : 
Sir, 
Mr. Samuel Johnson (author of Lon- 
don, a satire, and some other poetical 
pieces,) is a native of this county, and much 
respected by some worthy gentlemen in 
the neighbourhood, who are trustees of 
a charity-school, now vacant; the certain 
salary of which is sixty pounds per year, of 
which they are desirous to make him mas- 
ter; but unfortunately he is not capable of 
receiving their bounty, which would make 
him happy for life, by not being a master 
of arts, which, by the statutes of the school, 
the master of it must be. 

" Now these gentlemen do me the honour 
to think, that I have interest enough in 
you, to prevail upon you to write to Dean 
Swift, to persuade the University of Dublin 
to send a diploma to me, constituting this 
poor naan master of arts in their University. 
They highly extol the man^^s learning and 
probity; and will not be persuaded, that 
the University will make any difficulty of 
conferring such a favour upon a stranger, 
if he is recommended by the Dean. They 
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say, he is not afraid of the strictest exami- 
nation, though he is of so long a journey; 
and yet he will venture it, if the Dean thinks 
it necessary, choosing rather to die upon 
the road, than to be starved to death in 
translating for booksellers, which has been 
his only subsistence for some time past. 

*' I fear there, is more difficulty in this 
ajB^r tha^ these good-natured gentlemen 
apprehend, especially as their election caxh 
not be delayed longer than the 1 1th of 
next month. If you see this matter in the 
same light that it appes^rs to me, I hope 
you will burn this, and pardon me for giving 
you so much trouble about an impracticable 
thing ; but, if you think there is a pi'oba;- 
bility of obtaining the favour asked, I am 
sure your humanity and propensity to re- 
lieve merit in distress will incline you to 
serve the poor man, without my adding any 
more to the trouble I have already given 
you,than assuring you, that I am, with great 
truth. Sir, 

" Your faithful humble servant, 

" Tnmtham, Aug. 1st. " GoWER." 

This scheme miscanied. There is i€a- 
son to think, that Swift declined to medcUie 




in tlie bfusmess'; ^dTtd fliat eii^iilti^tan<i6 
Johnscm's known di^ike of Swift )i^6 been 
<riftexi imputed. 

foitti^ing to J>^rsue-fe maai of merit 
throttgh afl Ms ^di^&eilties ; ^^xA ^ thiis 
iiamttiT^ iiitt^ l)e, througli tiittny foliowiiig 
yea*s, the histofjr of GenittS and Virtti6 
steniigglmg witk Advei^ity . Having lost the 
l^e^odl at Apr^teby, John^^on ivas thtowa 
bfak^k on the metropolis. Bred to no pro- 
ibssion, Iw4t3i6ut relations, fiiends, or in- 
terest, he w&s condemned to drudgery in 
the «e*vicJe of Cave^ bis only patron. In 
November 1738 was published a tranida- 
tkm of Crousaz's Exainen of Pope's Essay 
dn Man ; " containing a succinct Yiew of 
t*Be System of the ^Fatalists, and a Confuta- 
tion of their Opinions ; with an Illuisttation 
bjf* 1§!ie l>octrine of Free Will ; and an En^ 
quiryj what view Mr. Pope might have in 
touching upon the Leibnitrian Philosophy, 
and Fataliiwn. By Mr. Crousaz, Professot 
of Philosophy and Mathematics at Lau- 
sanne.'' Thiis translation has been generally 
thought a production of Johnson's pen; but 
it is now known, that Mrs. Elizabeth Carter 
keUi a^nowl^edged it to be one of her eariy 



perfoniiaiices. It is certain^ howe^er^ th^-t 
Jofanson was eager to promote the pufolioa^ 
tion. H e considere d the foreign philosor 
pher as b man zealous in the cause of gjdi 
ffian: and with h^ he was willing to jom 

^gig^jie ^ypt^TT^ vf t^ Fatalifits, md tlw 

Jirif^^™^ nf T-fy.fa^i^^- Jt is well known that; 
Warburton wrote a vindication of Mr.Po|)^ j 
hut there iii jeason to think, Uiat fTohn^on 
oonodbired .an early prejudice against the 
Essay on Man ^ and what once took root m 
a mind like his, was not eaealy eradicated* 
HBs letter to Cave on thi« subject is «$iU 
extant, and may WieU jusdfy Sir Joha Haw;*'. 
Imm, who dnferred tthat Johnson was ilie 
translator of Crosasass. The fooochifiion of 
the Jetter is cemarkaHe. ^' I am youjcs, 
iMPaiAfflr^scrs.^' If hj that Latin word was 
meant tihat lie had xhSKt ii^Gined, ihecause he 
wanted tiie means, who can wad it, e^en 
at dns hour, without lan »fhw^ J^eajlt ? 

Wifli a mimd oiatuwlly vigcffofts^ and 
qmc^ened J^y nec«i»ty,, iXobngen fo^ned a 
HmllipUcity of prq|£^ts; ^ut Jinpst of jthem 
proved abortive^ A numhier of ^mall trac^. 
ie»ned from jhis ^^esx vnth wond^ul ra|ii- 
iibj:i «udi:as " MimMo^ J^^^ofiFOfteiiar^js; 
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or an Essay on an iancient prophetical. In^ 
scription, in Monkish Rhyme, discovered 
at Lynn in Norfolk. By Prohus Bntan- 
ntcus^ This was a pamphlet against Sir 
Robert Walpole. According to Sir John 
- Hawkins, a warrant was issued to appre- 
hend the Author, who retired with his wife 
to an obscure lodging near Lambeth Marsh, 
and there eluded the search of the messen- 
gers^ But this story has no foundation in 
truth. Johnson was never known to men- 
tion such an incident in his life ; and Mr. 
Steele (late of the Treasury) caused dili- 
gent search to be made at the proper 
offices, and no trace of such a proceeding 
could be found. . In the same year (1739) 
the Lord Chamberlain prohibited the re- 
presentation of a tragedy, called "Gustavus 
Vasa," by Henry Brooke. Under the mask 
of irony Johnson published, ''A Vindication 
of the Licenser from the maUcious and scan- 
dalous Aspersions of Mr. Brooke." Of these 
two pieces Sir John Hawkins says, " they 
have neither learning nor wit ; nor a smgle 
ray of that genius which has since bla:sed 
forth \ but, as they have been lately re- 
printed, the reader, who wishes to gratify 



his curiosity, is referred to the fourteenth 
volume of Johnson s works, publishefd by 
Stockdale. * The lives of Boerhaave, Bl&ke, 
Bawatier, Father Paul, and others, were, 
about that time, printed in the Gentleman's 
Magazine. The subscription of fifty pounds 
a year for Savage was completed; and in 
July 1739, Johnson parted with the com- 
panion of his midnight hours, never to see 
him more. The separation was, perhaps, an 
advantagie to him, who wanted to make a 
right use of his time, and even then beheld 
with self-reproach the waste occasioned by 
dissipation. His abstinence from wine and 
strong liquors began soon aft«^r the depar- 
ture of Savage. What habitis he contracted 
in the course of that acquaintance cannot 
now be known. The ambition of excelling 
in conversation, and that pride of victory, 
which, at times, disgraced a man of John- 
son sgenius, were, perhaps, nativeblemishes. 
A fierce spirit of independence, even in the 
midst of poverty, may be seen in Savage ; 
and, if not thence transfused by Johnson 
into his own manners, it may, at least, be 

* It is added to the present edition of Dr. Johnson^s 
Works. C. 
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m^posed to have gained Btrength ftom t&d 
example before him. During that connee* 
tioftt there was, if we believe Sir John Haw- 
kins,, a short Bep^aration between our aur 
thor and his wife i; but a reccmcilis^tidn 
soon took place. Johnson loved her, and 
shewed his affection in various modes of 
gallantry^ which G^arrick u^ed to render ri- 
diculous 1^ hk mitmcry» The afi^etation 
of so£t and fashionable airs did not become 
an tmwiddy figure : his admiration wa^ 
recrived by the wife with the ilutter of &a 
ftfiftiquated coquette :; and both, it is well 
ia^own^ furnished matter for the lately 
genius of Gairick. 

It is a mortifying reflection, that John- 
son, with a storo of learmng .and •extraordi- 
nary talents, isms not able, at the jige of 
thirty, to force his way to the fa^i^our of the 
puldk. 

^"Slow rises worfh by poverty depressed/* 

'' He was stilJi," as he says himself, ^ io 
provide for tibe day that was ;passing over 
him." He saw Cave involved in a state «af 
warfare ^vith the numerous competitors, 
at that time struggling with the Gentle- 



nans Mligafflilei aad ^raiitude for atick 
si^pliels ^ Jensen received dictasted ^ 
Latin Odi^ on the ««l](ject of that cont^a^ 
tion« The &ffist lines, 

'^^ Urbane, nallis Fesse kboribus. 
Urbane, irolfe victe daluximiis/* 

pift onis in vaiikd of Casifrnk's Ode to Pope 
Urban : 

^ Urbane, regutn maxime, ma:dine 
Urbane vatum . "- — -— *• 

The PoUsh poet, wai^ probably, at that 
tiiaein the hands of a mem who had medi^ 
tated the history of the Latin poets* Guth^ 
lie the historian had from J^y 1736 com- 
posed the parliamentary speeches for tibie 
Magazine ; but, from the begmning of the 
sesidbn which opened on the iptii of Nov* 
1740t Johnson succeeded to that depart- 
liient^ mid continued it from that 4ime to 
the diebate on spirituous liquors, wliich 
Iwppenedin the Mouse of Lorcb in Feb. 
1?42-SL The eloqtience, 4he for<5e of ax-^ 
giiment,«£»Ml the splendor of langus^e, dis^- 
j^yed in tibe several speeches, are weU 
known^ and universally admired. That 
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J^ohnson was the author of the debates du-: 
ring that period was not generally known; 
but the secret transpired several years af- 
terwards, and was avowed by himself on 
the following occasion. Mr. Wedderbume 
(now Lord Loughborough*), Dr. Johnson, 
Dr. Francis (the translator of Horace), the 
present writer, and others, dmed with the 
late Mr. Foote* An important debate to- 
wards the end of Sir Robert Walpole's ad- 
ministration being mentioned. Dr. Francis 
observed, " That Mr. Pitt's speech, on that 
occasion, was- the best he had ever read.*' 
He added, " That he had employed eight 
years of his hfe in the study of Demos- 
thenes, and finished a translation of that 
celebrated orator, vrith aU the decorations 
of style and language vrithin the reach of his 
capacity ; but he had met vrith nothing equal 
to the speech above-mentioned." Many of 
the company remembered the debate; and 
some passages were cited, with the appro- 
bation and applauise of all present. During 
the ardour of conversation Johnson remain- 
ed silent. As soon as the warmth of praise 
subsided, he opened with these words : — 

* Afterwards Earl of Rosslin. He died Jan. 3, 1805. 



" That speech I wifote in a garriet in Exeter- 
street." The company wias struck with 
astonishment. After staring at each otheft 
in silent amaze, Dr. Francis asked, " How 
that speech could be written by him?" 
" Sir," said Johnson, " I wrote it in Exeter- 
street. I never had been in the gallery of 
the House of Commons but once. Cave 
had interest with the door-keepers. He, 
and the persons employed under him, 
gained admittance : they brought away the 
subject of discussion, the names of the 
speakers, the side they took, and the order 
in which they rose, together with liotes 
of the arguments advanced in the course 
of the debate. The whole was afterwards 
communicated to me, and I composed 
the speeches in the form which they now 
have in the Parliamentary debates." To 
this discovery Dr. Francis made answer : 
" Then, Sir, you have exceeded Demos- 
thenes himself; for to say, that you have 
exceeded Francis's Demosthenes, would be 
saying nothing." The rest of the company 
bestowed lavish encomiums on Johnson: 
one, in particular, praised his impartiality; 
observing, that he dealt out reason and elo- 
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quen<^ with m equ^l h9^ ta both parties. 
** That is nqt quite true/' said Johnson $ '^ I 
saved appearances tol^rahly well; but J took 
eaire that the whig dogs should not ha¥^ 
the best of it." The sale of the Ma>gaaine 
was greatly increased by the Pariiamentaiy 
debates, which were continued by Jphi^oD 
till the jijonth of March H^^^S. From that 
time the Magaz^iue. was qp^diiet^d hy Pp- 
Hawkeswo?th. 

In 1743-4, Oi?bome, th^ bocdci^elleri wh*> 
kept a sh<>p in Gray'^-Inn, purqhaB^ the 
Earl of Oxford's liln-ary, at the pyioe erf 
thirteen thousa«d poun^^* He pr^jOfBt^d 
a catalogue in five octavo voluinesj, at five 
shillings each. Johnson was employed i» 
that painful drudgery. Hq was ly^jwifte 
to collect all such small tjacts as were lii 
any degree worth pre&ervipg, in order tp 
reprint and pubUsh the whole in a qol]fce(?>- 
tioee^ called '^ The Harlm^ii Misci?llai|y.'' 
The catalogue was completed} m^ tile 
MisceUany i» 1749 Wf* publ?(i?he4 W ei^ 
quarto volunaesu I$t this business ^ohor 
scxa was a day^abourer for iiQinedifit^ ^uh- 

miGOiie, not waJiks (? wta;y»ff Ysm yfQ^lmg 



in the mined of Dalicaarlia. What Wilcooc, 
a bookseller of eminence in the Strand, said 
to Johnson, on his first arriyal in town^ was 
now almost confirmed. He lent our au- 
thor five guineas, and then asked him, 
" How do you mean to earn your livelihood 
in this town ?'* " By my literary labours," 
was the answer. Wilcox, staring at hino^ 
shook his head : '* By your literary labours ! 
— You had better buy a porters knot/' 
Johnson used to tell this anecdote to Mr* 
Nichols : but he said, " WUcox was one ctf 
my best friends, and he meant well/' In 
fact, Johnson, while employed in Gray's Inn, 
may be said to have carried a porter's knofe. 
He paused occasionally to peruse the book 
that came to his hand^ Osborne thought 
that such curiosity tended to nothing but 
delay, and objected to it with all the pride 
»id insolence of a man who knew that he 
paid daily wages. In the di&pute that of 
course ensued, Osborne, with tJbat rough- 
ness which Vas natural to him, enforced his 
argument by giving the lie. Johnson seized 
a folio, and knocked the bookseller down. 
This story has been ralated b» an instance 
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of Johnson s ferofeity ; but merit cannot 
always take the spurns of the unworthy 
with a patient spirit.* 

That the history of an author must be 
Jfound in his works is, in general, a true ob- 
servation : and was never more apparent 
than in the present narrative. Every aera 
of Johnson's life is fixed by his writings. 
In 1744, he published the life of Savage ; 
and then projected a new edition of Shak- 
speare. As a prelude to this design, he 
pubUshed, in 1745, " Miscellaneous Obser- 
vations on the Tragedy of Macbeth, with 
Remarks on Sir Thomas Hanmer s Edition ;'* 
to which were prefixed, "Proposals for a new 
Edition of Shakspeare, with a Specimen." 
Of this pamphlet Warburton, in the Pre- 
fiice to Shakspeare, has given his opinion : 
" As to all those things, which have been 
published under the title of Essays, Ror 
marks. Observations, &c. on Shakspeare, if 
you except some critical notes on Macbeth, 
given as a specimen of a projected edition, 

* Mr. Boswell says, *' The simple truth I had frbrii 
Johnson himself. ' Sir, he was impertinent to me; and 
I beat him. But it was not in his shop : it was in my 
own chamber*." C. 
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and written, as appears, by a man of parts 
and genius, the rest are absolutely below a 
serious notice." But the attention of the 
publick was not excited; there was no friend 
to promote a subscription ; and the project 
died to revive at a future day. A new 
undertaking, however, was soon after pro- 
posed ; namely, an English Dictionary upon 
an enlarged plan. Several of the most Opu- 
lent booksellers had meditated a work of 
this kind ; and the agreement was soon ad- 
justed between the parties. Emboldened 
by this connection, Johnson thought of a 
better habitation than he^ had hitherto 
known. He had lodged with his wife in 
courts and alleys about the Strand; but 
now, for the purpose of carrying on his 
arduous undertaking, and to be near his 
printer and friend, Mr. Strahan, he ven- • 
tured to take a house in Gough-square, 
Fleet-street. He was told that the Earl of 
Chesterfield was a friend to his undertaking; 
and in consequence of that intelligence, he 
published, in 1747, " The Plan of a Dic- 
tionary of the English Language, addressed 
to the Right Honourable PhilipDormer, Earl 
of Chesterfield, one of his Majesty's principal 

VOL. I. E 
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Secretaries of State." Mr. Whitehead, af- 
terwards Poet Laureat, undertook to con- 
vey the manuscript to his Lordship : the 
consequence was an invitation from Lord 
Chesterfield to the author. A stronger 
contrast of characters could not be brought 
together ; the Nobleman, celebrated for 
his wit, and all the graces of polite be- 
haviour ; the Author, conscious of his own 
merit, towering in idea above all compe- 
tition, versed in scholastic logic, but a 
stranger to the arts of polite conversation, 
uncouth, vehement, and vociferous. The 
coalition was too unnatural. Johnson ex- 
pected a Maecenas, and was disappointed. 
No patronage, no assistance folldwedi 
Visits were repeated ; but the reception wa» 
not cordial. Johnson one day was left a full 
hour, waiting in an anti-chamber, till a gen- 
tleman should retire, and leave his lordship 
at leisure. This was the famous CoUey 
Gibber. Johnson saw him go, and fired 
with indignation, ifushed out of the house*. 
What Lord Chesterfield thought of his 
visitor may be seen in a passage in one 

* Dr. Johnson denies the whole of this story. See 
Bosweirs Life, vol. i. p. 128. Oct. Edit. 1804. C. 
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of that Nobleman's letters to his Son*. 
" There is a man, whose moral character, 
deep learning, and superior parts, I acknow- 
ledge, admire, and respect; but whom it 
is so impossible for me to love, that I am 
almost in a fever whenever I am in his 
company. His figure (without being de- 
formed) seems made to disgrace or ridiculfe 
the common structure of the human body. 
His legs and arms are never in the position 
which, according to the situation of hiiS 
body, they ought to be in, but constantly 
employed in committing acts of hostiUty 
upon the Graces. He throws any whefe, 
but down his throat, whatever he meanfs td 
drink ; and mangles what he means td 
ear^e. Inattentive to all the regards of 
social Hfe, he mis-times and mis-placei^ 
every thing. He disputes with heat in^- 
eriminately, mindless of the rank, character, 
and situation of those with whom he dis^ 
putes; Absolutely ignorant of the several 
gradation* of famiHarity and respect, he is 
exactly the Same to his superiors, his equals, 
and his inferiors; and, therefore, by a ne- 
cessary consequence, is absurd to two of the 

* Letter CCXtl. 
E 2 
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three. Is it possible to love such a man ? 
No. The utmost I can do for him is, to 
consider him a respectable Hottentot." 
Such was the idea entertained by Lord 
Chesterfield. After the incident of CoUey 
Gibber, Johnson never repeated his visits. 
In his high and decisive tone, he has been 
often heard to say, " Lord Chesterfield is a 
Wit among Lords, and a Lord among Wits." 
In the course of the year 1747, Garrick, 
in conjunction with Lacy, became patentee 
of Drury-lane Playhouse. For the open- 
ing of the theatre, at the usual time, John- 
son wrote for his jfriend the weU-known 
prologue, which, to say no more of it, may 
at least be placed on a level with Pope's 
to the tragedy of Cato. The playhouse 
being now under Garrick's direction, John- 
son thought the opportunity fair to think 
of his tragedy of Irene, which was his 
whole stock on his first arrival in town, in 
the year 1737. That play was accordingly 
put into rehearsal in January 1749. As 
a precursor to prepare the way, and to 
awaken the public attention, " The Vanity of 
Human Wishes, a Poem in Imitation of the 
Tenth Satire of Juvenal, by the Author of 
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London,'' was published in the same month. 
In the Gentleman's Magazine, for February 
1749, we find that the tragedy of Irene was 
acted at Drury-lane, on Monday, February 
the 6th, and from that time, without interrup- 
tion, to Monday, February the 20th, being 
in all thirteen nights. Since that time it 
has not been exhibited on any stage. Irene 
may be added to some other plays in our 
language, which have lost their place in the 
theatre, but continue to please in the 
closet. During the representation of this 
piece, Johnson attended every night be- 
hind the scenes. Conceiving that his cha- 
racter as an author required some ornament 
for his person, he chose, upon that occasion, 
to dgcorate-himselfjKrith a handsome waist- 
coat, and a gold-laced hat. The late Mr.. 
Topham Beauclerc, who had a great deal of 
that humour which pleases the more for 
seeming undesigned, used to give a pleasant 
description of this Green-room finery, as re- 
lated by the author himself; " B^UtaT said 
Johjtispn, with great-^p»vity,-il.L&aoft.laid. 
aside tnygoldrlac^ed^llj^ 
xHiTpf dud.'' The amount of the three be- 
nefit nights for the tragedy of Irene^ it is to 
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be feared, was not very considerable, as the 
profit, that stimulating motive, never in- 
vited the author to another dramatic at- 
tempt. Some years afterwards, when the 
present writer was intimate with Garrick, 
and knew Johnson to be in distress, he asked 
the manager why he did not produce an- 
other tragedy for his Lichfield firjend ? Gar- 
rick's answer was remarkable : "When John- 
son writes tragedy^ declamation roars^ and 
passion sleeps: when Shakspeare wrote, he 
dipped his pen in his own heart/' 

There may, perhaps, be a degree of same- 
ness in this regular way of tracing an author 
fi'om one work to another, and the reader 
may feel the effect of a tedious monotony; 
but in the Ufe of Johnson there are no other 
landmarks. He was now forty years old, 
and had mixed but little with the world. 
He followed no profession, transacted no 
business, and was a stranger to what is 
called a town-Ufe. We are now arrived 
at the brightest period he had hitherto 
known. His name broke out upon man- 
kind with a degree of lustre that promised 
a triumph over all his difficulties. The 
Life of Savage was admirjpd as a beautiful 
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and instructive piece of biography. Tha 
two Imitations of Juvenal were thought 
to rival even the excellence of Pope ; and 
the tragedy of Irene, though uninteresting 
on the stage, was universally admired in 
the closet, for the propriety of the sen- 
timents, the richness of the language^ 
and the general harmony of the whole 
composition. His fame was widely dif- 
fused; and he had made his agreement 
with the booksellers for his EngUsh Dic- 
tionary at the sum of fifteen hundred gui- 
neas ; part of which was to be, from time 
to time, advanced in proportion to the pro- 
gress of the work. This was a certain fund 
for his support, without being obliged to 
write iugitive pieces for the petty suppUes 
of the day. Accordingly we find that, in 
1749, he estabUshed a club, consisting of 
ten in number, at Horseman's in Ivy-lane, 
on every Tuesday evening* This is the 
first scene of social life to which Johnson 
can be traced out of his own house. The 
members of this little society were, Samuel 
Johnson ; Dr. Salter, (father of the late 
Master of the Charter-house;) Dr. Hawkes- 
worth; Mr.Ryland, a merchant; Mr.Payne, 
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a bookseller in Paternoster-row ; Mr. Sam. 
Dyer, a learned young man ; Dr. William 
M'Ghie, a Scotch physician ; Dr. Edmund 
Barker, a young physician ; Dr. Bathurst, 
another young physician ; and Sir John 
Hawkins. This list is given by Sir John, as 
it should seem, with no other view than to 
draw a spiteful and malevolent character 
of almost every one of them. Mr. Dyer, 
whom Sir John says he loved with the af- 
fection of a brother, meets with the harsh- 
est treatment, because it was his maxim, 
that to live in peace with mankind^ and in a 
temper to do good offices j was the most essen- 
tial part of our duty. That notion of mo- 
ral goodness gave umbrage to Sir John 
Hawkins, and drew down upon the me- 
mory of his friend the bitterest imputa- 
tions. Mr. Dyer, however, was admired 
and loved through life. He was a man of 
literature. Johnson loved to enter with 
him into a discussion of metaphysical^ mo- 
ral, and critical subjects ; in those conflicts, 
exercising his talents, and, according to his 
custom, always contending for victory. Dr. 
Bathurst was the person on whom John- 
son fixed his affection. He hardly ever 
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spoke of him without tears in his eyes. 
It was from him, who was a native of Ja- 
maica, that Johnson received into his ser- 
vice Frank*, the black servant, whom on 
account of his master, he valued to the 
end of his life. At the time of instituting 
the club in Ivy-lane, Johnson had projected 
the Rambler. The title was most probably 
suggested by the Wanderer ; a poem which 
he mentions, with the warmest praise, in 
the Life of Savage. With the same spirit 
of independence with which he wished to 
live, it was now his pride to write. He 
communicated his plan to none of his 
friends : he desired no assistance, relying 
entirely on his own fund, and the protec- 
tion of the Divine Being, which he im- 
plored in a solemn form of prayer, com- 
posed by himself for the occasion. Hav- 
ing formed a resolution to undertake a 
work that might be of use and honour to 
his country, he thought, with Milton, that 
this was not to be obtained " but by de- 
vout prayer to that Eternal Spirit, that can 
enrich with all utterance and knowledge, 
and send out his seraphim with the hal- 

* See Gent. Mag. vol. LXXI. p. 190. 
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lowed fire of his altar, to touch and purify 
the lips of whom he pleases." 

Having invoked the special protection of 
Heaven, and by that act of piety fortified 
his mind, he began the great work of the 
Rambler. The first number was published 
on Tuesday, March the 20th, 1750; and 
fi-om that time was continued regularly 
every Tuesday and Saturday for the space 
of two years, when it finally closed on Sa- 
turday, March 14, 1752. As it began with 
mdtives of piety, so it appears that the 
same religious spirit glowed with unaba- 
ting ardour to the last. His conclusion 
is: '* The Essays professedly serious, if I 
have been able to execute my own inten- 
tions, will be found exactly conformable to 
the precepts of Christianity, without any 
accommodation to the licentiousness and 
levity of the present age. I therefore look 
back on this part of my work with pleasure, 
which no man shall diminish or augment. 
I ehall never envy the honours which wit 
and learning obtain in any other cause, if 
I can be numbered amoi^g the writers who 
have given ardour to virtue, and confidence 
to truth." The whole number of Essays 
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amounted to two hunted md eight. Ad*- 
xlisoas^ in the Spectator, are more in num- 
ber, but not half in point of quantity : Addi-^ 
son was not bound to publish on stated 
days ; he could watch the ebb and flow o£ 
his genius, and send his paper to the press 
when his own taste was satisfied. John- 
son's case was very different. He wrote 
singly and alone. In the whole progress 
of the work he did not receive more than 
ten essays. This was a scanty contribu- 
tion. For the rest, the author has de- 
scribed his situation. " He that con- 
demns himself to compose on a stated day, 
will often bring to his task an attention dis- 
sipated, a memory embarrassed, an imagina- 
tion overwhelmed, a mind distracted with 
anxieties, a body languishing with disease : 
he will labour on a barren topic, till it is too 
late to change it ; or, in the ardour of inven- 
tion, diffuse his thoughts into wild exuber- 
ance, which the pressing hour of publication 
cannot suffer judgment to examine or re- 
duce." Of this excellent production the 
number sold on each day did not amount to 
five hundred : of course, the bookseller, who 
paid the author four guineas a week, did 
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not carry on a successful trade. His gene- 
rosity and perseverance deserve to be com- 
mended : and happily, when the collection 
appeared in volumes, were amply reward- 
ed. Johnson lived to see his labours flou- 
rish in a tenth edition. His posterity, as 
an ingenious French writer has said on a 
similar occasion, began in his life-time. 

In the beginning of 1750, soon after the 
Rambler was set on foot, Johnson was in- 
duced by the arts of a vile impostor to 
lend his assistance, during a temporary de- 
lusion, to a fraud not to be paralleled in 
the annals of Uterature*. One Lauder, 
a native of Scotland, who had been a tea- 
cher in the University of Edinburgh, had 
conceived a mortal antipathy to the name 
and character of Milton. His reason was, 
because the prayer of Pamela, in Sir Philip 
Sidney's Arcadia, was, as he supposed, ma- 
liciously inserted by the great poet in an 
edition of the Eikon BasiHke, in order to 
fix an imputation of impiety on the me- 
mory of the murdered King. Fired with 
resentment, and willing to reap the profits 

* It has since been paralleled^ in the case of the 
Shakspeare MSS. by a yet more vile impostor. C. 
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of a gross imposition, this man collected 
from several Latin poets, such as Masenius 
the Jesuit, Staphorstius a Dutch divine, 
Beza, and others, all such passages as bore 
any kind of resemblance to different places 
in the Paradise Lost; and these he pub- 
Ushed from time to time, in the Gentle- 
man's Magazine, with occasional interpo- 
lations of lines, which he himself translated 
from Milton. The public credulity swal- 
lowed all with eagerness ; and Milton was 
supposed to be guilty of plagiarism from 
inferior modem writers. The fraud suc- 
ceeded so well, that Lauder collected the 
whole into a volume, and advertised it un- 
der the title of " An Essay on Milton's Use 
and Imitation of the ]V|odems, in his Para- 
dise Lost ; dedicated to the Universities of 
Oxford and Cambridge." While the book 
was in the press, the proof-sheets were 
shewn to Johnson at the Ivy-lane Club, by 
Payne, the bookseller, who was one of the 
members. No man in that society was in 
possession of the authors from whom Lau- 
der professed to make his extracts. The 
cliarge was believed, and the contriver of 
it found his way to Johnson, who is repre- 
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sented by Sir John Hawkins, not indeed as 
an accomplice in the frauds but, through 
motives of malignity to Milton, delighting 
in the detection, and exul^ng that the 
poet's reputation would suffer by the dis- 
covery. More malice to a deceased friend 
cannot well be imagined. Hawkins adds, 
** that he wished well to the argument must 
he inferred from, the preface, which indubi- 
tably was written by him'' The prefece^ it 
is well known, was written by Johnson, and 
for that reason is inserted in this edition. 
But if Johnson approved of the argumentj 
it was no longer than while he beheved it 
founded in truth. Let us advert to his 
own words in that very preface. " Among 
theenquiries to whichtheardourof criticism 
has naturally given occasion, none is more 
obscure in itself, or more worthy of rational 
curiosity, than a retrospection of the pro^ 
gress of this mighty genius in the construc- 
tion of his work ; a view of the fabric gra*- 
dually rising, perhaps from small begin- 
nings, till its foundation rests in the centreT, 
and its turrets sparkle in the skies ; to trace 
back the structure, through all its varieties, 
to the simplicity of the first plan ; to find 
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what was projected, whence the scheitie was 
taken, how it was improved, by what assist- 
ance it was executed, and from what stores 
the materials were collected; whether its 
fomider dug them from the quarries of na- 
ture, or demolished other buildings to em- 
beUish his own." These were the motives 
that induced Johnson to assist Lauder with 
a preface J and are not these the motives of 
a critic and a scholar ? What reader of 
taste, what man of real knowledge^ would 
not think,fais tiine well employed m art en- 
quiry so curious, so interesting, and in- 
stmctive? If Lauder's fects were really 
true, who would not be glad, without the 
smallest tincture of malevolence, to receive 
real information ? It is painftd to be thus 
obKged to vindicate a man who, in his heart, 
towered above the p6tty arts of fraud and 
imposition, against an injudicious biogra^ 
pher, who undertook to be his editor, and 
the protector of his memory. Another wri- 
ter, Dr. Towers, in an Essay on the Life 
and Character of Dr. Johnson, seems to 
countenance this calumny. He says. It 
can hardly be doubted, but that Johnson's 
aversion to Milton's politics was the cause of 
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that alacrity with which he joined with Laii- 
der in his infamous attack on our great epic 
poet J and which induced him to assist in that 

_ « 

transaction. These words would seem to 
describe an accomplice, were they not im- 
mediately followed by an express declara- 
tion, that Johnson was unacquainted with 
the imposture . Dr. Towers adds, It seems 
to have been by way of making some compen^ 
nation to the memory of Milton^ for the share 
he had in the attack of Lauder^ that John- 
son wrote the Prologue, spoken by Garricky 
at Drury-lane theatre^ 1750, on the perform- 
ance of the Masque ofComus^for the benefit 
of Milton s grand-daughter. Dr. Towers is 
not free from prejudice; but, ais Shakspeare 
has it, " he begets a temperance, to give it 
smoothness." He is, therefore, entitled to 
a dispassionate answer. When Johnson 
wrote the prologue, it does appear that he 
was aware of the malHgnant artifices prac- 
tised by Lauder. In the postscript to John- 
son s preface, a subscription is proposed, 
for reheving the grand- daughter of the au- 
thor of Paradise Lost. Dr. Towers will 
agree that this shews Johnson's alacrity in 
doing good. That alacrity shewed itself 
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again in the letter printed in the European 
Magazine, January 1785, and there said to 
have appeared originally in the General 
Advertiser, 4th April, 1750, by which the 
publiek were invited to embrace the oppor- 
tunity of paying a just regard to the illus- 
trious dead, united with the pleasure of do- 
ing good to the living. The letter adds, 
" To assist industrious indigence, strug- 
gling with distress, and debilitated by age, 
is a display of virtue, and an acquisition of 
happiness and honour. Whoever, there-, 
fore, would be thought capable of pleasure 
in reading the works of our incomparable 
Milton, and not so destitute of gratitude as 
to refuse to lay out a trifle, in a rational and 
elegant entertainment, for the benefit of 
his living remains, for the exercise of their 
own virtue, the increase of their reputation, 
and the consciousness of doing good, should 
appear at Drury-lane Theatre, to-morrow, 
April 5, when Comus will be performed for 
the benefit of Mrs. Elizabeth Foster, grand- 
daughter to the author, and the only sur- 
viving branch of his family. Nota bene^ 
there will be a new prologue on the occa- 
sion, written by the author of Irene, and 
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Spoken by Mr, Garrick." The man, who 
had thus exerted himself to serve the 
grand-daughter, cannot be supposed to 
have entertained personal malice to the 
grandfather. It is true, tljat the malevo- 
lence of Lauder, as well as the impostures 
of Archibald Bower, wer6 fully detected by 
the labours, in the cause of truth, of the 
Rev. Dr. Douglas, now Lord Bishop of 
SaUsbury. 

** Diram qui contudit Hydram, 

Notaque fatali portenta labore subegit." 

But the pamphlet, entituled, " Milton vindi- 
cated from the Charge of Plagiarism brought 
against him by Mr. Lauder, and Lauder him- 
self convicted of several Forgeries and gross 
Impositions on the Publick, by JohnDouglas, 
M. A. Rector of Eaton Constantine, Salop." 
was not published till the year 1751. In 
that work, p. 77, Dr. Douglas says, " It is 
to be hoped, nay, it is expected, that the 
elegant and nervous writer, whose judicious 
sentiments and inimitable style point out 
the author of Lauder's preface and post- 
script, will no longer allow a man to plume 
himself with his feathers^ who appears so 
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little to have deserved his assistance; an 
assistance which I am persuaded would 
never have been communicated, had there 
been the least suspicion of those facts which 
I have been the instrument of conveying to 
the world." We have here a contemporary 
testimony to the integrity of Dr. Johnson 
throughout the whole of that vile transac- 
tion. What was the consequence of the re- 
quisition made by Dr. Douglas ? Johnson, 
whose ruUng passion may be said to be the 
love of truth, convinced Lauder that it 
would be more to his interest to make a 
foil confession of his guilt, than to stand 
forth the convicted champion of a lye ; and 
for this purpose he drew up, in the strongest 
.terms, a recantation in a Letter to the Rev. 
Mr. Douglas, which Lauder signed, and pub- 
lished in the year 1751. That piece will 
remain a lasting memorial of the abhorrence 
with which Johnson beheld a violation of 
truth. Mr. Nichols, whose attachment to his 
illustrious friend was unwearied, shewed him 
in 1780 abook called * Remarks on Johnson s 
Life of Milton,' in which the affair of Lauder 
was renewed with virulence, and a poetical 
scale in the Literary Magazine 1758 (when 

F 2 
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Johnson had ceased to write in that collec- 
tion) was urged as an additional proof of 
deliberate malice. He read the libellous 
passage with attention, and instantly wrote 
on the margin : " In the business of Lauder 
I was deceived, partly by thinking the man 
too frantic to be fraudulent. Of the poetical 
scale quoted from the Magazine I am not 
the author. I fancy it was put in after I had 
quitted that work; for I not only did not 
write it, but I do not remember it." As a 
critic and a scholar, Johnson was willing to 
receive what numbers at the time believed 
to be true information : when he found that 
the whole was a forgery, he renounced all 
connection with the author. 

In March 1752, he felt a severe stroke 
of affliction in the death of his wdfe. The 
last number of the Rambler, as already 
mentioned, was on the 14th of that month. 
The loss of Mrs. Johnson was then ap- 
proaching, and, probably, was the cause 
that put an end to those admirable perio- 
dical essays. It appears that she died on 
the 28th of March : in a memorandum, at 
the foot of the Prayers and Meditations, 
that is called her Dying Day. She was 
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buried at Bromley, under the care of Dr. 
Hawkesworth. Johnson placed a Latin in- 
scription on her tomb, in which he cele- 
brated her beauty. With the singularity 
of his prayers for his deceased wife, from 
that time to the end of his days, the 
world is sufficiently acquainted. On Eas- 
ter-Day, 2 2d April, 17^4, his memoran- 
dum says : " Thought on Tetty, poor 
dear Tetty ! with my eyes full. Went to 
Church. After sermon I recommended 
Tetty in a prayer by herself; and my fa- 
ther, mother, brother, and Bathurst, in 
another. I did it only once, so far as it 
might be lawfiil for me." In a prayer, Ja- 
nuary 23, 1759, the day on which his mother 
was buried, he commends, as far as may be 
lawful, her soul to God, imploring for 
her whatever is most beneficial to her in 
her present state. In this habit he per- 
severed to the end of his days. The Rev. 
Mr. Strahan, the editor of the Prayers and 
Meditations, observes, " That Johnson, on 
some occasions, prays that the Almighty 
may have had mercy on his wife and Mr. 
Thrale; evidently supposing their sentence 
to have been already passed in the Divine 
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Mind; and, by consequence, proving, that he 
had no beUef in a state of purgatory, and no 
reason for praying for the dead that could 
impeach the sincerity of his profesirion as 
a protestant," Mr. Strahan adds, " That, 
in praying for the regretted tenants of the 
grave, Johnson conformed to a practice 
which has been retained by many learned 
members of the Established Church, though 
the Liturgy no longer admits it. If where the 
freefalleth, there it shall he; if our state, at 
the close of Ufe, is to be the measure of our 
final sentence^ then prayers for the dead, 
being visibly fruitless, can be regarded only 
as the vain oblations of superstition. But 
of all superstitions this, perhaps, is one of 
the least unamiable, and most incident to a 
good mind. If our sensations of kindness 
be intense, those, whom we have revered 
and loved, death cannot wholly seclude 
from our concern. It is true, for the reason 
just mentioned, such evidences of our sur- 
viving affection may be thought ill-judged; 
but surely they are generous, and some na- 
tural tenderness is due even to a supersti- 
tion, which thus originates in piety and be- 
nevolence." These sentences, extracted 
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from the Rev. Mr. Strahan's preface, if they 
are riot a full justification, are, at least, a 
* beautifUr^apology . It will not be improper 
to add what Johnson himself has said on 
the subject. Being asked by Mr. Boswell*, 
what he thought of purgatory as believed 
by the Roman CathoUcks ? his answer was, 
" It is a very harmless doctrine. They are 
of opinion that the generality of mankind 
are neither so obstinately wicked as to de- 
serve everlasting punishment ; nor so good 
as to merit being admitted into the society 
of blessed spirits ; and, therefore, that God 
is graciously pleased to allow a middle 
state, where they may be purified by cer- 
tain degrees of suffering. You see there is 
nothing unreasonable in this ; and if it be 
once estabhshed that there are souls in 
purgatory, it is as proper to pray for them, 
as for our brethren of mankind who are yet 
in this life." This was Dr. Johnson's guess 
into futurity ; and to guess is the utmost 
that man can do. Shadows^ clouds, and 
darkness, rest upon it. 

Mrs. Johnson left a daughter, Lucy Por- 
ter, by her first husband. She had eon- 

* Life of Johnson, vol. I. p. 328. 4to Edit. 
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tracted a friendship with Mrs, Anne Wil- 
liams, the daughter of Z a chary Williams, 
a physician of eminence in South Wales, 
who had devoted more than thirty years 
of a long life to the study of the longitude, 
and was thought to have made great' ad- 
vances towards that important discovery. 
His letters to Lord Halifax, and the Lords 
of the Admiralty, partly corrected and 
partly written by Dr. Johnson, are still ex- 
tant in the hands of Mr. Nichols *. We 
there find Dr. Williams, in the eighty-third 
year of his age, stating, that he had pre- 
pared an instrument, which might be called 
an epitome or miniature of the terraque- 
ous globe, shewing, with the assistance of 
tables constructed by himself, the varia- 
tions of the magnetic needle, and ascer- 
taining the longitude for the safety of na- 
vigation. It appears that this scheme had 
been referred to Sir Isaac Newton; but 
that great philosopher excusing himself on 
account of his advanced age, all applica- 
tions were useless till 1751, when the sub^ 
ject was referred, by order of Lord Anson, 
to Dr. Bradley, the celebrated professor of 

* See Gentleman's Magazine for Nov. and Dec. 1787. 
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astronomy. His report was unfavourable*, 
though it allows that a considerable pro- 
gress had been made. Dr. Williams, after 
all his labour and expence, died in a short 
time after, a melancholy instance of unre- 
warded merit. His daughter possessed 
uncommon talents, and, though blind, had 
an alacrity of mind that made her conver- 
sation agreeable, and even desirable. To 
relieve and appease melancholy reflections, 
Johnson took her home to his house in 
,Gough-square. In 1755, Garrick gave her 
a benefit-play, which produced two hun- 
dred pounds. In 1766, she pubUshed, by 
subscription, a quarto volume of Miscel- 
lanies, and increased her little stock to 
three hundred pounds. That fund, with 
Johnson's protection, supportedher through 
the remainder of her hfe. 

During the two years in which the Ram- 
bler was carried on, the Dictionary pro- 
ceeded by slow degrees. In May 1752, 
having composed a prayer preparatory to 
his return from tears and sorrow to the du- 
ties of hfe, he resumed his grand design, 

* See Gentleman's Magazine for Dec. 1787, p. 1042. 
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and went on with vigour, giving, however, 
occasional assistance to his friend Doctor 
Hawkesworth in the Adventurer, which 
began soon after the Rambler was laid 
aside. Some of the most valuable essays 
in that collection were from the pen of 
Johnson. The Dictionary was completed 
towards the end of 1754 ; and. Cave being 
then no more, it was a mortification to the 
author of that noble addition to our lan- 
guage, that his old friend did not live to see 
the triumph of his labours. In May 1755, 
that great work was published. Johnson 
was desirous that it should come from one 
who had obtained academical honours; and 
for that purpose his Mend the Rev. Thos. 
Warton obtained for him in the J)receding 
month of February, a diploma for a mas^ 
ter's degree from the University of Oxford. 
— Garrick, on the publication of the Dic- 
tionary, wrote the following lines : 

" Talk of war with aBrjton, he'll boldly advance. 
That one English soldier can beat ten of 

France. 
Would we alter the boast from the sword to 

the pen. 
Our odds are still greater, still greater our men. 
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In the deep mines of science though French- 
men may toil. 
Can their strength be compar'd to Locke, 

Newton, or Boyle ? 
Let them rally their heroes, send forth all 

their powers. 
Their versemen and prosemen, then match 

them with ours. 
First Shakspeare and Milton, like Gods in 

the fight. 
Have put their whole drama and epic to flight. 
In satires, epistles, and odes would they cope? 
Their . num{)ers retreat before Dry den and 

Pope. 
And Johnson well arm'd, like a hero of yore. 
Has beat forty French, and will beat forty 

more." 

It is, perhaps, needless to mention, that 
Forty was the number of the French Aca- 
demy, at the time when their Dictionary 
was published to settle their language. 

In the course of the winter preceding 
this grand publication, the late Earl of 
Chesterfield gave two essays in the perio- 
dical paper, called ^^ The World," dated No- 
vember 28, and December 5, 1754, to pre- 
pare the publick for so important a work. 
The original plan, addressed to his Lord- 
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ship in the year 1747, is there mentioned 
in terms of the highest praise; and this was 
understood, at the time, to be a courtly 
way of soliciting a dedication of the Dic- 
tionary to himself. Johnson treated this 
civility with disdain. He said to Garriek 
and others, " I have jailed a long and pain- 
ful voyage round the world of the English 
language ; and does he now send out two 
cockboats to tow me into harbour?" He 
had said in the last number of the Ram- 
bler, " that, having laboured to maintain 
the dignity of virtue, I will not now degrade 
it by the meanness of dedication." Such 
a man when he had finished his Dictionary, 
" not," as he says himself, " in the soft ob- 
scurities of retirement, or under the shelter 
of academic bowers, but amidst inconveni- 
ence and distraction, in sickness and in 
sorrow, and without the patronage of the 
Great," was not likely to be caught by the 
lure thrown out by Lord Chesterfield. He 
had in vain sought the patronage of that no- 
bleman ; and his pride, exasperated by dis- 
appointment, drew from him the following 
letter, dated in the month of February 
1755. 
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^' To the Right Honourable the Earl of 

Chesterfield. 

" My Lord, 

** I HAVE been lately informed, by the 
proprietors of the World, that two papers, 
in which my Dictionary is recommended to 
the publick, were written by your Lordship. 
To be so distinguished is an honour which, 
being very little accustomed to favours from 
the great, I know not well how to receive, 
or in what terms to acknowledge. 

" When upon some slight encourage- 
ment, I first visited your Lordship, I was 
overpowered, like the rest of mankind, by 
the enchantment of your address, and could 
not forbear to wish, that I might boast my- 
self le vainqueur du vainqueur de la terre ; 
that I might obtain that regard for which I 
saw the world contending. But I found my 
attendance so little encouraged, that nei- 
ther pride nor modesty would suffer meto 
continue it. When I had once addl-essed 
your Lordship in public, I had exhausted 
alll the art of pleasing, which a retired 
and uncourtly scholar can possess. I had 
done all that I could ;^ and no man is well 
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pleased to have his all neglected, be it ever 
so little. 

" Seven years, my Lord, have now passed 
since I waited in your outward room, or was 
repulsed from your door ; during which 
time I have been pushing on my work 
through difficulties, of which it is useless 
to complain, and have brought it at last to 
the verge of publication, without one act 
of assistance, one word of encouragement, 
or one smile of favour. Such treatment I 
did not expect, for I never had a patron 
before. 

" The Shepherd in Virgil grew acquaint- 
ed with Love, and found him a native oi^ 
the rocks. 

" Is not a patron, my Lord, one who 
looks with unconcern on a man struggling 
for life in the water, and when he has, 
reached ground, encumbers him with help ? 
The notice which you have been pleased 
to take of my labours, had it been early, had 
been kind; but it has been delayed till I am 
indifferent, and cannot enjoy it ; till I am. 
soUtarj?, and cannot impart it ; till I am 
known, and do not want it. I hope it is no 
very cynical asperity not to confess obliga- 
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tions where no benefit has been received; 
or to be unwilUng that the publick should 
consider me as owing that to a patron, 
which Providence has enabled me to do 
for myself. 

" Having carried on my work thus far 
with so Httle obligation to any favourer 
of learning, I shall not be disappointed, 
though I should conclude it, if less be 
possible, with less ; for I have been long 
wakened from that dream of hope, in which 
I once boasted myself with so much exulta- 
tiouy 

" My Lord, 
" Your Lordship's most humble 

" and most obedient servant, 

" Samuel Johnson." 

It is said, upon good authority, that 
Johnson once received from Lord Ches- 
terfield the simi of ten pounds. It were 
to be wished that the secret had never 
transpired. It was mean to receive it, and 
meaner to give it. It may be imagined, 
that for Johnson's ferocity, as it has been 
<^lled, there was some foundation in his 
finances ; and, as his Dictionary was brought 
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to a conclusion, that money was now to 
flow in upon him. The reverse was the 
case. For his subsistence, during the pro- 
gress of the work, he had received at dif- 
ferent times the amount of his contract ; 
and when his receipts were produced to 
him at a tavern-dinner, given by the book- 
sellers, it appeared, that he had been paid 
a hundred pounds and upwards more than, 
his due. The author of a book called Lexi- 
phanes'^j written by a Mr. Campbell, a 
Scotchman, and purser of a man of war, 
endeavoured to blast his laurels, but in 
vain. The world applauded, and Johnson 
never repHed. " Abuse," he said, " is often 
of service : there is nothing so dangerous 
to an author as silence ; his name, like a 
shuttlecock, must be beat backward and 
forward, or it falls to the ground." Lexi- 
phanes professed to he an imitation of the 
pleasant manner of Lucian ; but humour 
was not the talent of the writer of Lexi- 
phanes. As Dryden says, " He had too 
much horse-play in his raillery." 

* This work was not published until the year 1767, 
when Dr. Johnson's Dictionary was fully established 
in reputation. C. 
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? £tiwdd initfae Buuiraer 175^ that *^e ^pre- 
sent M^ter became acquainted sdth J^r^ 
Jdhnson* ^he cause qf liis first vii^ is xd- 
4ated by Mrs.^Piozzi neady in^he »Mi6^iiig 
.manner. . '* Mr. Muifdiy Jaekig engaged ^in 
^.periodicaijpaper, the Gbcay s-Ion Jimmsi, 
>was:at a fiiendjs iiouse.in lahe country^tul 
not being xlispofsed to lose pleaBi^^ Mr 
^business, wished .to content his iiook^JJAr 
by Bome unstudied essay« iHe ihei^&Mee 
took up a French Jaurnal Liitfymrei #o^» 
translating, somethingjke liked, >S!^ 
to .town. '. Time, > however, digfioyered (ib§t 
he translated from tiie Freiiich a Jiaoibldr, 
which had been taken ftom th^ Eq^i$h 
without acknowledgment. U{]^di^ t^is j^- 
-ooreiy iMx. Mui^y thought it origbtt vto 
make his excuses to Dr. Johnson. He^wj^t 
nextday, and Ibund him co^^eced .withsocrit, 
like a chimneys weeper,^ in a little room, ids 
if lie had beenvacii7ig>Lung$i in the Alche- 
mist, mafaVi^g^ (ftk^r. Thia Imv^ tcJ4^y Mr- 
if&mfky in <eQmpany,€Aine, ,^ome, m^. Df . 
itolmaan, jthe.8toi^ is. bUf^ .^p^^igh; Iwft it 
was a. bappy xlay that bc^^ght you ^iii9t; j|o 
my ihcMse." After this i6r«it yi^it.cthe .m- 
, thor 9£ this mrmtiyje hy ,d«grPf!S ^rew Mi^- 
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mate with Dr. Johnson* The first striking 
sentence that he heard from him, was in a 
few days after the pubHcation of Lord Bo- 
Hngbroke's posthumous works, Mr.Garrick 
asked him, " If he had seen them ?" "Yes, 
I have seen them." " What do you think 
of them r " Think of them r He made a 
long pause, and then replied: " Think of 
them! A scoundrel, and a coward! A 
fiteoundrel, who spent his life in charging a 
gun against Christianity ; and a coward, who 
was afraid of hearing the report of his own 
gun; but left half a crown to a hungry 
Scotchman to draw the trigger after his 
death." His mind, at this time strained and 
over-laboured by constant exertion, called 
for an interval of repose and indolence. But 
indolence was the time of danger: it was 
then that his spirits, not employed abroad, 
turned with inward hostiUty against him- 
self. His reflections on his own Ufe and con- 
'ductwere always severe ; and, wishing to be 
immaculate, he destroyed his own peace "by 
i^l^ecessary scruples. He tells us, that when 
hesurveJhiNi his past life, he discovered no- 
thing but a barren waste of time, with some 
disorders of bofly, and disturbances of mind. 
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very near to madness. His life, he says, from 
his earliest years, was wasted in a morning 

gishness, to which he was always inclined, 
and, in part of his life, ahnost compelled, by 
morbid melancholy, and weariness of mind» 
This was his constitutional malady, derived, 
perhaps, from his father, who was, at times, 
overcast with a gloom that bordered on in- 
' sanity. When to this it is added, that John- 
son, about the age of twenty, drew up a de- 
scription of his infirmities, for Dr. Swinfen, 
at that time an eminent physician in Staf- 
fordshire ; and received an answer to his let- 
ter, importing, that the symptoms indicated 
a future privation of reason; who can wonder 
that he was troubled with melancholy and 
dejection of spirit ? An apprehension of the 
worst calamity that can befal human nature 
hung over him all the rest of his life, like 
the sword of the tyrant suspended over his 
guest. In his sixtieth year he had a mind to 
write the history of his melancholy ; but he 
desisted, not knowing whether it would not 
too much disturb him. In a Latin poem, 
however, to which he has prefixed as a title, 
TNOei 2EAYTON, he has left a picture of 

G 2 
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limiselj^ drawn with as much truth, and a« 
firm a hand, as can be seen in the portraits 
of Hogarth or Sir Joshua Reyndds. The 
learned reader win find the originblpoein in 
tibis volume; and it is hoped, that a trans^ 
lation, or rather imitation, of so curious a 
piece will hot be improper in this place. 

KNOW YOURSELF- 

(after eevising and enlarging the en- 
<ilish lexicon, or dictionary.) 

When Scaliger, whole years of labour past. 
Beheld his Lexicon eomplefe at last, 
And weary of Ms task, with wondering eyes. 
Saw from words pil'd on words a fabric rise. 
He curs'd the industry, inertly strong. 
In creeping toil that eould persist so loi^g. 
And if, enrag'd he cried, Heav'n meant to abed 
Its keenest vengeance on the guilty head, . 
The drudgery of words the damn'd would know, 
l>oom'd to write Lexicons in endless woe *. 



Yes, you had cause, great Genius, to repent t 
You losigood days, thai imght be better «peht ;* 



if 



* See Scaliger's Epigmm on this 8u);>ject, ooayqaHh 
nicated without doubt by Dr. Johnson, Gent. M^ 
ms, p.8. 
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And view your ^mfid labounst ^tk disdaiflt. 
To you were giren the large expanded mind^ 
The flame of genius^ and the taste refiix'd* 
Twa& yours cm eagle w^ga aloft to soart 
And aaudi^t rolling worlda tlie Grea^ fmt Omi» 

explore; 
To. fix tb^ »raai of reciwd^ Um&s 
And live in ev'ry age and ev'ry clime; 
Qeoord the Chi@f$» who pr^t their QouiUty's 

cauae; 
WJlio founded EmpirfMBk ftw4 f^tahU^'^l l4wa ; 
To leam wbate'er tJa^ Sage witft yirtvQ §raug*t, 
Wbate'er tb© Mtts* of mftral wi^dqm tai^ghtt 
Thesie.were your q^arry; tl^ft tQ ypu >v?!r« 

known» 

And tjbte worid'a ampie volttme Wfts y^wp Q^a^^ 

Yet wam'd by me, ye pigmy Wits, b§ii9rare. 
Nor with iminortal Sc^Ugev cppfipar^f 
For m?, tbougb his example stxil^o, my vieiy, 
Ob i wt fpif me bis foptstepp tq p^r^Bo, 

Whetb^p first Jfftturp, ^pjropitioj^s, ool^f 
This ^lay AJpwpoijnded in ^. ru^er v^QhH J 
Or thp s|pw currei^t^ loi^'ring at my he;^|v 
No gle^ pf wip or ^ncy ca» imp^; 
Wbf^^'j^ tb^ cause^ ^oii| me no ijiif^bera j9of^ 
No yjifi^f^s ffj^m mfj, fm4 ao jc^tures g^w. 
A mind like Scaligejr'^, superiw Stilly 
No grief could copqi^pr^ p»o n^ig^jtjujifi cbi^/* 
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Though for the maze of words his native skies 
He seeixi'd to quit, 'twas but again to rise; 
To mount once more to the bright source of day. 
And view the wonders of th' setherial way. 
The love of Fame his gen'rous bosom fir'd ; 
Each Science hail'd him, and each Muse inspird. 
For him the Sons of Learning trimm'd the bays. 
And Nations grew harmonious in his praise. 

My task perform'd, and all my labours o'er. 
For me what lot has Fortune now in store ? 
The listless will succeeds, that worst disease. 
The rack of indolence, the sluggish ease. 
Care grows on care, and o'er my aching brain. 
Black Melancholy pOurs her morbid train. 
No kind relief, no lenitive at hand, 
I seek at midnight clubs, the social Band ; 
But midnight clubs, where wit with noise con- 
spires. 
Where Comus revels, and where wine inspires. 
Delight no more : I seek my lonely bed. 
And call on Sleep to sooth my languid bead. 
But Sleep from these sad lids flies far away ; 
I mourn all night, and dread the coming day. 
Exhausted, tir'd,' I throw my eyes around. 
To find some vacant spot on classic grouhd; 
And soon, vain hope ! I form a grand design ; ' 
Languor succeeds, and all my pow'rs decline. 
If Science open not her richest vein. 
Without materials all our toil is Tain. 
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A form to; rugged stone when Phidias gives. 
Beneath his touch a new creation lives. 
Remove his marble, and his genius dies : 
With Nature then no breathing statue vies, 

Whate'er I plan, I feel my powVs confin'd 
By Fortune's frown and penury of mind. 
I boast no knowledge glean'd with toil and 

strife. 
That bright reward of a well-acted life. 
I view myself, while Reason's feeble light 
Shoots a pale glimmer through the gloom of 

night. 
While passions, error, phantoms of the brain. 
And vain opinions, fill the dark domsgin ; 
A dreary void, where fear^ with grief combin'd 
Waste all within, and desolate the mind. 

What then remains ? Must I in slow decline 
To mute inglorious ease, old age resign ? 
Or, bold Ambition kindling in my breast. 
Attempt some arduous task ? Or, were it best. 
Brooding o'er Lexicons to pass the day. 
And in that labour drudge my life away ? 

Such is the picture for which Dr. Johnson 
sat to himself. He gives the prominent fea- 
tures of his character; his lassitude, his 
morbid melancholy, his love of fame, his 
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dering I'ef i^rifes, Ftfct/cp niald^ iofnftiti fHitltih- 
about wMtiK s'o muci Has beeii ^riit^rt ^tf 
are painted in miniature, but: in[ vivid ii6^ 
lours, by his own hand. His idea of writing 
mdre Dictionaries wks riot iiierely ^id in 
verse. Mr. llaAiiitoil, wW was at titat tirite 
ah eminent printer, afid well acquainted 
with Dr. Johnson, remembers that he en-, 
gaged in a Commercial Dictionary, and, as 
spears by the receipts in his possession, 
was paid his price for several sheets j but 
he soon r^linquisll^ the midertaking. It 
is prob^ble^ that h^ found himself hot 
stlfficiently versed in tkat branch of knbw-* 
ledge. 

He was again reduced to the expedient 
6t Short ciomjidsitions for the supply of tiie 
day. the writer oiT this narrative has now 
before him a letter in Dr. Johnson's hand- 
writing, which shews the distress and me- 
lancholy situation of the man^ who had 
written the Rambler, and finished the 
gireat work of his Dictionary. The letter 
is directed to Mr. Richardson (the author 
«f Clarissa), lind is aa foUowB : 



\ 'J 



^'^ 1 am obliged! to entreat your aiisidtance. 
t ain now under an arrest for five pounds 
eigtrteeri shillings. Mr. Strahan, from wtom 
I should have received the necessary help 
in this case^ is not at home; and I am 
afraid of not finding Mr. Millar. If ybU 
Will be so good as to send me this siim 1 
will very gratefiilly repay you, arid add it 
to all former obligations. I am, Sir, 
'* Your most obedient, 

" and most humble servant, 
*^ Sami^bl Johnson. 

" Gough Square, 16th March." 

/ - • • ' 

itk the tb^giii oHhk Uttetthet^ id a tilento- 
i^Uidtiiii in these \v(jitd^ : " March l6, 1756, 
Slent SIX gditieas. Witness, Wm. Rlchatd- 
soto." l^ot the hoijour af an adftiufed v^ter 
it is to h(6 regretted, that vre do not find a 

tUbte fiherai efttry. To his Mend hi distress 
he kent ^i^t shillings iiiote than wai^ 
t^ahted. Had ah incident of this kmd 
odcunfed iii one of his Roraaiice's, Richard- 
son Would have kttowii how to grac^e his 
heto ; hut iti AdtitiOUS sceties generp^ 
cdsts the DWfiteit lioithiAg. 
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About this time Johnson contributed se- 
veral papers to a periodical Miscellany, 
called The " Visitor," from motives which 
are highly honourable to him, a compas- 
sionate regard for the late Mr. Christopher 
Smart. The criticism on Pope's Epitaphs 
appeared in that work. In a short time 
after, he became a reviewer in the Literary 
Magazine, under the auspices of the late 
Mr. Newbery, a man of a projecting head, 
good taste, and great industry. ^ This em- 
ployment engrossed but little of Johnson s 
time. He resigned himself to indolence, 
took no exercise, rose about two, and then 
received the visits of his Mends. Authors, 
long since forgotten, waited on him as their 
oracle, and he gave responses in the chair 
of criticism. He listened to the complaints, 
the schemes, and the hopes and fears of a 
crowd of iiiferior writers, " who," he said, in 
the words of Roger Ascham, " lived , men 
knew not howy and died obscure, men marked 
not when/' He believed, that he could give 
a better history of Grub-street than any 
man Uving. His house was fiUed with a sue- 
cession of visitors till four or five in.tlie 
evening. During the whole time he pre- 
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at his tea-table. Tea was his fevouirite 
beverage ; and, when the late Jcmas Him- 
way pronounced his anathema against the 
use of tea, Johnson rose in defence of his 
habitual practice, declaring himself ''in 
that article a hardened sinner, who had for 
years diluted his meals with the infusion 
of that fascinating plant ; whose tea-kettle 
had no time to cool; who with tea solaced 
the midnight hour, and with tea welcometl 
the morning." 

The proposal for a new edition of Shak- 
speare, which had formerly miscarried, was 
resumed in the year 1756. The bookseUeifs 
readily agreed to his terms ; and subsci^ 
tion-tickets were issued out. For undier- 
taking this work, money, he confessed, w»3 
the inciting motive. His friends exerted 
themselves to promote his interest ; and, ih 
the mean time, he engaged in a new perio- 
dical production called The Idler. The 
first number appeared on Saturday, Apiil 
15, 1758; and the last, April 5, 1760. Thfe 
profits of this work, and the subscriptioiis 
for the new edition of Shakspeare, were the 
means by which he supported himself for 
fi)ur or five years. In 1759 was pubhaiied 



tWHl of Lobo's Voyage to Ab^isskiia seems to 
hOLve pointed out that country for the sceiw 
afacticm ; and Rassela Christo^ the General 
of Sultan Sequed, meitti<med in that work, 
most probably suggested tibe name of the 
pidnce. The author wanted to set out on a 
journey to Lichfield^ in order to pay the last 
O0lc6s of filial piety to hk motiber, who, at 
the age of ninety^ was then near her dissohi^ 
tion; but money was necessary. Mr. Jofan*^ 
stion^ a bookseller, who has long since left 
off business, gave one hundred pounds for 
d»e copy. With this supply Johnson set 
oiit for Lichfield; but did not arrive in 
tiotte to elose the eyes of a parent whom hd 
Joyed. He attended the Amer^^ whic^ as 
Uppears among his memorandums, was 0a 
the S3d of January, 1769. , 

Jf^nson now found it necessary tore*? 
tffeach Ids 6xpences«. He gave up his house 
ia^SoughnaquiyFe. Mfs« -Williams went into 
lodgin^^ He retired to Gray s Iim, aiid 
«!Mm lemored to dbamfoers in the Inner 
Tetnple-laiue, where he lived in poverty,i 
total idleness, and the pride of literatuMu 
Magaij&tat-mnnim^ tm^a. Mr^ Fitoherbert 
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(jbhe &ther oflsord St. HeleA^ the^preselit 
minister at Madrid) a man distifignished 
through life for his benevolence and other 
amiable qualities, used to say, that he paid 
a morning visit to Johnson, intending from' 
his chambers to send a letter into the city; 
but, to his ^eat surpn^e, he found an au- 
thor by profession without pen, mk, or pa^' 
per. The present Bishop of Salisbury was 
also among those who endeavoured by con-^ 
stant attention, to sooth the cares of a mind 
whidbi he knew to toe afflicted with gloomy 
apprehensions. At one of the parties made 
at hiis house, Bo»;dvidi, the Jesuit, who had 
then lately introduced the Newtonian phi-^ 
losoiAy at Rome, and, after publi^ing aK 
elegant Latin poem on the sul^e^t, w^ 
made a Fellow of the Royal S€>ciety, was 
one of the company invited to meet Dr< 
JohxBMm. The conversation at first was 
mostly inPrench. Johnson, though tho^ 
rou^ly versed in that language, ^nd a pro- 
fessed admirer of BoUeau and La Bruyere, 
did not understand its pix)nunciation, noi 
eouM he speak it Imnself witii piK^riety^ 
E<Mr tihe rest of the evening the ta3k was 
inLatiflDu fiosoovich had a ceady'curreiit 



Q^ AN SSSAY: ON TH£ LII^B: ANP 

flow of that flimsy phraseology with which 
a priest may travel through Italy, Spain, and 
Germany. Johnspn scorned what he called 
colloquial barbarisms. It was his pride to 
speak his best. He went on, after a little 
practice, with as much faciUty as if it was 
his native tongue. One sentence this writer 
well remembers. Observing that Fontenelle 
at first opposed the Newtonian philosophy, 
and embraced it afterwards, his words 
were: Fontenellus, ni fallor^ in extremd se- 
nectute^ fuit transfuga ad castra New- 
toniana. 

We have now travelled through that part 
of Dr. Johnson's Ufe which was a perpetual 
struggle with difficulties. Halcyon days are 
now to open upon him. In the month of 
May 1762, his Majesty, to reward hterary 
merit, signified his pleasure to grant to 
Johnson a pension of three hundred pounds 
a year. TheEarlofBute was minister. Lord 
Loughborough, who, perhaps, was origi- 
nally a mover in the business, had authority 
to mention it. He was well acquainted with 
Johnson ; but, having heard much of his 
independent spirit, and of the downfeill of 
O^bopie the bookseller, he ^d not know but 
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his benevolence might be rewarded with a 
folio 6n his head. He desired the author of 
these memoirs to undertake the task. Thi^ 
writer thought the opportunity of doing so 
much good the most happy incident in his 
life. He went, without delay, to the cham- 
bers in the Inner Temple-lane, which, in 
fact, were the abode of wretchedness. By 
slow ahd studied approaches the message 
was disclosed. Johnson made a long pause : 
he asked if it was seriously intended?- He 
fell into a profound meditation, and his own 
definition of a pensioner occurred to him. 
He was told," That he, at least, did not come 
within the definition." He desired to meet 
next day, and dine at the Mitre Tavern. At 
that meeting he gave up all his scruples. On 
the following day Lord Loughborough con- 
ducted him to the Earl of Bute. The con- 
viersation that passed was in the evening re- 
lated to this writer by Dr. Johnson. He ex- 
pressed his sense of his Majesty's bounty, 
and thought himself the more highly ho- 
noured, as the favour was not bestowed on 
him for having dipped his pen in faction. 
"No, Sir," said Lord Bute,*' it is not offered 
to you for having dipped your pen in fee- 
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-imn, nor wi^ a design that you ever 
should.'* Sir J<$hnHawkins will have it.that, 
after this interview, Johnson was often 
pressed to wait cm Lord Bute, but with a 
4»ill^i «fmt 9efimed to eomply. liowever 
-that be, Johnson was never heard to utter 
^a disrespectful word of that nobleman. The 
^t« of this essay remembers a drcvm- 
jjifiXkce which may throw some light on thia 
'.subject. The late Dr. Rose, of Chiswick, 
jwhom Johnson loved and respected, con- 
' tended for the pre-eminence of the £lcotch 
- waiters ; and Ferguson's book on Civil So- 
ciety, then on the eve of publication, he 
said, would give the laurel to North J^t^. 
^ Alas! what can he do upon that subj^t ?'* 
said Johnson : ** Aristotle, Polybius, Grp- 
•tius, Puffendori^ ^d Burlei^aqui, have 
ne^)ed in that field befi^re him/' ^' iJfi 
will treat it,^' said Dr. Rose, " in a sew 
manner/' " A new manner ! BuckingeoT' h»d 
no hands, and he wrote his name with his 
toes at Chaiing-eross, for half a crown a 
t^ece ; that was a new manner of wijit- 
.mgr Dr. Rose repU^i, " If th»t wijl 
}wit jsatisfy you, I will name a writer, whom 
• yMi ^iist laAlow to be tl^eiibest in i^ 
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kingdom." " Who is that ? " " The Earl 
of Bute, when he wrote an order for your 
pension." " There, Sir," said Johnson, 
you have me in the toil : to Lord Bute I 
must allow whatever praise you claim for 
him." Ingratitude was no part of John- 
son's character. 

Being now in the possession of a regular 
income, Johnson left his chambers in the 
Temple, and once more became master of 
a house in Johnsons-court, Fleet-street. Dr. 
Levet, hig friend and physician in ordinary*, 
paid liis daily visits with assiduity ; made tea 
all the morning, talked what he had to say, 
and did not expect an answer. Mrs. Wil- 
liams had her apartment in the house, and 
entertained her benefactor with more en^ 
larged conversation. Chemistry was part of 
Johnson's amusement. For this love of ex- 
perimental philosophy. Sir John Hawkins 
thinks an apology necessary. He tells us, 
with great gravity, that curiosity was the 
only object in view ; not an intention to 
grow suddenly rich by the philosopher s 
stone, or the transmutation of metals. To 

* See Johnson's epitaph on him> in this volume, p. 342. 
VOL. I. H 
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enlarge his circle, Johnson once more had 
irecourse to a literary club. This was at the 
Turk's Head, in Gerard-street, Soho, on 
every Tuesday evening through the year. 
The members were, besides himself, the 
right hon. Edmund Burke, Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds, Dr. Nugent, Dr. Goldsmith, the late 
Mr. Topham Beauclerk, Mr. Langton, Mr. 
Chamier, Sir J. Hawkins, and some others. 
Johnson s affection for Sir Joshua was found- 
ed on a long acquaintance, and a thorough 
knowledge of the virtuous and amiable qua- 
lities of that excellent artist. Hedelighted 
in the conversation of Mr. Burke. He met 
liim for the first time at Mr. Garrick's seve- 
ral years ago. On the next day he said, " I 
]^ppose. Murphy, you are proud of your 
countryman. Cum ivalis sit, utinam nos- 
TBK ESSEX ! " From that time his con- 
istant observation was, "That a man of sense 
could not meet Mr. Burke by accident, 
under a gateway to avoid a shower, with- 
out being convinced that he was the .first 
man in England." Johnson felt not oidy 
kindness, but zeal andardour for his fiiends. 
He did every thing in his power to advance 
the reputation of Dr. Goldsmith. He loved 
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liim, though he kniew his failings, and parti- 
cularly the leaven of envy, which corroded 
the mind of that elegant writer, and made 
him impatient, without disguise, of the 
praises bestowed on any person whatever. ' 
Of this infirmity, which marked Goldsmith's 
character, Johnson gave a remarkable in- 
staiice. It hs^pened that he went with Sir 
Joshua Reynolds and Goldsmith to see the 
Fantoccini, which were exhibited some yeaiis 
a^ in or near the Haymarket. They ad- 
nnred the <;urious mechanism by which the 
puppets were made to walk the stage, draw 
a chair to the table, sit down, wntf? a J^- 
^er, and perform a variety of other actions, 
with such dexterity, that though Natures 
journeyman made the men, they imitated hu- 
manity toi^e astonishment of the spectator. 
The entertainment being over, the three 
friends I'etired to a tavern. Jc^nson and Sir 
Joshua talked with pleasrure of what they 
had seen; and says Johnson, in a tone of ad- 
miration, " How the Uttle fellow brandished 
fails spcNDitoon!" " There is nothing in it," re- 
plied Goldsmith, starting up with impati- 
ence : ^^ give me a spontoon : I can do it as 
well myself" 

H 2 
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Enjoying his amusements at his weekly 
xilub, and happy in a state of independence, 
Johnson gained in the year 1765 another 
resource, which contributed more than any 
thing else to exempt him from the solici- 
tudes of life. He was introduced to the late 
Mr. Thrale and his family. Mrs. Piozzi has 
related the fact, and it is therefore needless 
to repeat it in this place. The author of 
this narrative looks back to the share he had 
in that business with self-congratulation, 
since he knows the tenderness which from 
that time soothed Johnson's cares at Streat- 
ham, and prolonged a valuable life. The 
subscribers to Shakspeare began to despair* 
of ever seeing the promised edition. To ac- 
quit himself of this obligation, he went to 
work unwillingly, but proceeded with vi- 
gour. — In the month of October 1765, Shak- 
speare was published; and, in a short time 
after, the University of Dublin sent over a 
diploma, in honourable terms, creating him 
a Doctor of Laws. Oxford in eight ar ten 
years afterwards followed the example; and 
tiU then Johnson never assumed the title of 
Doctor. In I766 his constitution seemed to 
be in a rapid decline ; and that morbid me- 
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lancholy, which often clouded his under- 
standing, came upon him with a deeper 
gloom than ever. Mr. and Mrs. Thrale paid 
him a visit in this situation, and found him 
on his knees, with Dr. Delap, the rector of 
Lewes, in Sussex, beseeching God to con- 
tinue to him the use 'of his understanding. 
Mr. Thrale took him to his house at Streat- 
ham; and Johnson from that time became 
a constant resident in the family. He went 
occasionally to the club in Gerard-s'treet ; 
but his head-quarters were fixed at Streat- 
ham. An apartment was fitted up for him, 
and the library was greatly enlarged. Par- 
ties were constantly invited from town; 
and Johnson was every day at an elegant 
table, with select and poUshed company. 
Whatever could be devised by Mr. and Mrs. 
Thrale to promote the happiness, and esta- 
blish the health of their guest, was studi- 
ously performed from that time to the end 
of Mr. Thrale's life. Johnson accompanied 
the family in all their summer excursions 
to Brighthelmstone, to Wales, and to Pa- 
ris. It is but justice to Mr. Thrale to say, 
that a more ingenuous frame of mind no 
man possessed. Mis education at Oxford 
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gave him the habits of a gentleinan ; his 
amiable temper recommended his conversa- 
tion ; and the goodness of his heart made 
him a sincere friend. That he was the pa- 
tton of Johnson is an honour to his me- 
mory. 

In petty disputes with contemporary wri- 
ters, or the wits of the age, Johnson was sel- 
dom entangled* A single incident of that 
kind may not be unworthy of notice, since 
it happened with a man of great celebrity 
in his time. A number of frienda dined with 
Garrick on a Christmas-day. Foote was then 
in Ireland, It was said at table, that the 
modem Aristophanes (so Foote was called) 
had been horse-whipped by a Dublin apo- 
thecary, for mimicking him on the stage. 
" I wonder," said Garrick, " that any man 
should shew so much resentment to Foote; 
he has a patent for such Uberties ; nobody 
ever thought it worth his while to quarrel 
with him in London." " I am glad," said 
Johnsoii, " to find that the man is rising in 
the worldy The expression was afterwards 
repeated to Foote; who, in return, gave 
out, that he would produce the Caliban of 
Uterature on the stage. Being informed of 
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this design, Johnson sent word to Foote,, 
*' That the theatre being intended for the 
reformation of vice, he would step from 
the boxes on the stage, and correct him 
before the audience." Foote knew the 
intrepidity of his antagonist, and abandon- 
ed the design. No ill-will ensued. John- 
son used to say, '' That for broad-faced 
mirth, Foote had not his equal." 

Dr. Johnson's fame excited the curiosity 
of the King. His Majesty expressed a desire 
to see a man of whom extraordinary things 
were said. Accordingly, the Ubr^,rian at 
Buckingham-house invited Johnson to see 
that elegant collection of books, at the same 
time giving a hint of what was intendeds 

* 

His majesty entered the room ; and, among 
other things, asked the author, "If he meant 
to ^ve the world any more of his compo- 
sitions?" Johnson answered, " That he 
thought he had written enough." " And. I 
should think so too," repUed his majesty, 
if you had not written so well." 

Though Johnson thought he had written 
enough, his genius, even in spite of bodily 
sluggishness, could not lie still. In 1770 
we find him entering the lists as a politi- 
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cal writer. The flame of discord that blazed 
throughout the nation on the expulsion of 
Mr. Wilkes, and the final determination of 
the House of Commons, that Mr. Luttrell 
was duly elected by 206 votes against 1148, 
spread a general spirit of discontent. To 
allay the tumult. Dr. Johnson published 
"The False Alarm." Mrs. Piozzi informs us, 
" That this pamphlet was written at her 
house, between eight o'clock on Wednesday 
night and twelve on Thursday night." This 
celerity has appeared wonderful to many, 
and some have doubted the truth. It may, 
however, be placed within the bounds of pro- 
bability. Johnson has observed that there 
are different methods of composition. Vir- 
gil was used to pour out a great number of 
verses in the morning, and pass the day in 
retrenching the exuberances, and correct- 
ing inaccuracies; and it was Pope's custom to 
writehis first thoughts in hisfirst words,and 
gradually to amplify, decorate, rectify, and 
refine them. Others employ at once me- 
mory and invention, and, with Uttle inter- 
mediate use of the pen, fomi and polish 
large masses by continued meditation, and 
write their productions only, when, in their 
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opinion, they have completed them. This 
last was Johnson's method. He never took 
his pen in hand till he had well weighed his 
subject, and grasped in his mind the senti- 
ments, the train of argument, and the ar- 
rangement of the whole. As he often thought 
aloud, he had, perhaps, talked it over to 
himself. This may account for that rapidity 
with which, in general, he dispatched his 
sheets to the press, without being at the 
trouble of a fair copy. Whatever may be 
the logic or eloquence of the False AlarrUj 
the House of Commons have since erased 
the resolution from the Journals. But 
whether they have not left materials for a 
future controversy may be made a ques- 
tioi). 

In 1771 he published another tract, on 
the subject of Falkland Islands. The 
desigQ was to shew the impropriety of going 
to war with Spain for an island thrown aside 
from human use, istormy in winter, and 
barren in summer. For this work it is 
apparent that materials were furnished by 
direction of the minister. 

At the approach of the general election 
in 1774, he wrote a short discourse, called 



106 AN ESSAY ON THE LIFE AND 

" The Patriot," not with any visible appli- 
cation to Mr. Wilkes; but to teach the peo- 
ple to reject the leaders of opposition, who 
called themselves patriots. In 1775 he un- 
dertook a pamphlet of more importance, 
namely, " Taxation no Tyranny, in answer to 
the Resolutions and Address of the Ameri- 
can Congress." The scope of the argument 
was, that distant colonies, which had in 
their assemblies a legislature of their own, 
were, notwithstanding, Uable to be taxed 
in a British ParUament, where they had 
neither peers in one house, nor representa- 
tives in the other. He was of opinion that 
this country was strong enough to enforce 
obedience. " When an Englishman," he 
says, " is told that the Americans shoot up 
like the hydra, he naturally considers how 
the hydra was destroyed." The event has 
shewn how much he and the minister of 
that day were mistaken. 

The Account of the Tour to the Western 
Islands of Scotland, which was undertaken 
in the autumn of 1773, in company with 
Mr. Boswell, was not published till some 
time in the year 1775. This book has been 
variously received; by some extolled for the 
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elegance of the narrative, and the depth of 
observation on life and manners ; by others, 
as much condemned, as a work of avowed 
hostility to the Scotch nation. The praise^ 
was, . beyond all question,- fairly deserved ; 
and the censure, on due examination, will 
appear hasty and ill-founded. That John- 
son entertained some prejudices against the 
Scotch, must not be dissembled. It is true, 
as Mr. Boswell says, " that he thought their 
success in England exceeded their proportion 
of real merit j and he could not but see in 
them that nationality which no liberal-minded 
Scotsman will deny/' The author of these 
memoirs well remembers, that Johnson one 
day asked him, " Have you observed the 
difference between your own country im- 
pudence and Scottish impudence ?" The 
answer being in the negative : *' Then I will 
tell you," said Johnson. " The impudence 
of an Irishman is the impudence of a fly, 
that buzzes about you, and you put it away, 
but it returns again, and flutters and teazes 
you. The impudence of a Scotsman is the 
impudence of a leech, that fixes and sucks 
your blood." Upon another occasion, this 
writer went with him into the shop of Da- 
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vies the bookseller, in Russell-street, Co- 
vent-garden. Davies came running to him 
almost out of breath with joy : " The Scots 
gentleman is come, Sir; his principal wish 
is to see you; he is now in the back-:par- 
lour." " Well, well, FU see the gentleman," 
said Johnson. He walked towards the room. 
Mr. Bos well was the person. This writer 
followed with no small curiosity. " I find," 
said Mr. Boswell, " that I am come to Lon- 
don at a bad time, when great popular preju- 
dice has gone forth against us North Bri- 
tons ; but when I am talking to you, I am 
talking to a large and liberal mind, and 
you know that I cannot help coming from 
Scotland.'' " Sir," said Johnson, " no more 
can the rest of your countrymen*." 

He had other reasons that helped to 
alienate him from the natives of Scotland. 
Being a cordial well-wisher to the consti- 
tution in Church and State, he did not think 
that Calvin and John Knox were proper 
founders of a national religion. He made, 

* Mr. Boswell's account of this introduction is very 
different from the above. See his Life of Johnson, 
vol. i. p. 360, 8vo. Edit. 1804. 
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however, a wide distinction between the 
Dissenters of Scotland and the Separatists 
of England. To the former he imputed no 
disaffection, no want of loyalty. Their sol- 
diers and their officers had shed their blood 
with zeal and courage in the service of 
Great Britain ; and the people, he used to 
say, were content with their own estabUshed 
modes of worship, without wishing, in the 
present age, to give any disturbance to the 
Church of England. This he was at all 
times ready to admit; and therefore de- 
clared, that whenever he found a Scotch- 
man to whom anEnglishman was as a Scotch- 
man, that Scotchman should be as an Eng- 
lishman to him. In this, surely, there was 
no rancour, no malevolence. The Dissent- 
ers on this side the Tweed appeared to him 
in a different light. Their religion, he fre- 
qiiently said, was too worldly, too pohtical, 
too restless and ambitious. The doctrine of 
cashiering kings, and erecting on the ruins 
of the constitution a new form of govern- 
ment, which lately issued from their pul- 
pits, he always thought was, under a calm 
disguise, the principle that lay lurking in 
their hearts. He knew that a wild demo- 
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cracy had overturned Kings, Lords, and 
Commons ; and that a set of Republican 
Fanatics, who would not bow at the name 
of Jesus, had taken possession of all the 
livings and all the parishes in the kingdom. 
That those scenes of honror might never be 
renewed, was the ardent wish of Dr. John- 
son ; and, though he apprehended i\o dan- 
ger from Scotland, it is probable that his 
dislike of Calvinism mingled sometimes 
with his reflections on the natives of that 
country. The association of ideas could not 
be easily broken ; but it is well known that 
be loved and respected many gentlemen 
from that part of the island. Dr. Robertson's 
History of Scotland, and Dr. Beattie's Es- 
says, w^re subjects of his constant praise. 
Mr.Boswell, Dr. Rose of Chiswick, Andrew 
Millar, Mr. Hamilton the printer, and the 
late Mr. Strahan, were among his most in- 
timate friends. Many others might be added 
to the list. He scorned to enter Scotland 
as a spy; though Hawkins, his biographer, 
and the professing defender of his fame, al- 
lowed himself leave to represent Irim in that 
ignoble character. He went into Scotland 
to survey men and manners. Antiqilities, 
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fossils, and minerals, were not within his 
province. He did not visit that country to 
settle the station of Roman camps, or the 
spot where Galgacus fought the last battle 
for pubfic liberty. The people, their cus- 
toms, and the progress of literature, were his 
objects. The civilities which he received in 
the course of his tour have been repaid with 
gratefiil acknowledgment, and, generally, 
with great elegance of expression. His 
crime is, that he found the country bare of 
trees, and he has stated the fact. This, Mr. 
Boswell, in his Tour to the Hebrides, has 
told us, was resented by his countrymen 
with anger inflamed to rancour; but he ad- 
nlits that there are few trees on the east 
side of Scotland. Mr. Pennant, in his Tour, 
says, that in some parts of the eastern side 
of the country, he saw several large planta- 
tions of pine planted by gentlemen near 
tfadir seats ; and in this respect such a lau- 
dable spirit prevails, that, in another half 
century, it never shall be said, " To spy the 
nakedness of the land are you come'' John- 
son €ould not wait for that half century, and 
therefore mentioned things as he found 
them. If in any thing he has been mistaken. 
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he has made a fair apology in the last para- 
graph of his book, avowing with candour, 
*' That he may have been surprised by 
modes of Ufe, and appearances of nature, 
that are famiUar to men of wider survey, 
and more varied conversation. Novelty 
and ignorance must always be reciprocal ; 
and he is conscious that his thoughts on 
national manners are the thoughts of one 
who has seen but Httle." 

The Poems of Ossian made a part of 
Johnson's enquiry during his residence in 
Scotland and the Hebrides. On his return 
to England, November 1773, a storm 
seemed to be gathering over his head; but 
the cloud never burst, and the thunder ne- 
ver fell. — Ossian, it is well known, was pre- 
sented to the publick as a translation from 
the l^ar^e ; but that this was a^ fraud, John- 
son declared without hesitation. " The 
JEar5e,"he says, "was always oral only, and 
never a written language. The Welsh and 
the Irish were more cultivated. In lEiQrzc 
there was not in the world a single manur 
script a hundred years old. Martin, who in 
the last century published an account of 
the Western Islands, mentions imA, but 
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never Earse manuscripts, to be found in the 
islands in his time. The bards could not 
read ; if they could, they might probably 
have written. But the bard was a barbar^ 
rian among barbarians, and, knowing no^ 
thing himself, lived with others that knew 
no more. If there is a manuscript from 
which the translation was made, in what 
age was it written, and where is it ? If it 
was collected from oral recitation, it could 
only be in detached parts and scattered 
fragments : the whole is too long to be re- 
membered. Who put it together in its 
present form ?" For these, and such like 
reasons, Johnson calls the whole an impos- 
ture. He adds, " The editor, or author, ncr 
ver could shew the original, nor can it be 
shewn by any other. To revenge reason- 
able incredulity, by refusing evidence, is 
a degree of insolence with which the world 
is not yet acquainted; and stubborn au- 
dacity is"lthe last refuge of guilt." This 
reasoning carries with it great weight. It 
roused the resentment of Mr. Macpherson. 
He sent a threatening letter to die au- 
thor ; and Johnson answered him in the 
rough phrase of stern defiance. • The two 

VOL. I. I 
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heroes frowned iat a distance, but never 
came to action. 

In the year 1777, the misfortunes of Dr* 
Dodd excited his compassion. He wrote a 
speech for that unhappy man, when called 
up to receive judgment of death ; besides 
two petitions, one to the king, and an- 
other to the Queen ; and a sermon to be 
preached by Dodd to the convicts in New- 
gate. It may appear trifling to add, that 
about the same time he wrote a prologue 
to the comedy of " A Word to the Wise,'' 
written byHugh Kelly. The play, some years 
before, had been damned by a party on the 
first night. It was revived for the benefit 
of the author s widow. Mrs. Piozzi relates, 
that when Johnson was rallied for these 
exertions, so close to one another, his answer 
was, When thej^ come tn me with a dying 
Parson, and a dead Sitay "maker ^ what can a 
man do? 

We come now to the last of his lite^ 
fcary labours. At the request of the Book*- 
seUers he undertook the Lives of tbePeietfi* 
The first pubKcation was in 1779, and the 
whdle was completed in 1781. In a.me- 
morandum of that year he says,, some time 
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in March he finished the Lives of the Poets, 
which he wrote in his usual way, dilatorily 
and hastily, unwilling to work, yet working 
with vigour and haste. In another place, he 
hopes they are written in such a manner as 
may tes^ to the promotion of piety« That 
the history of so many men, who, in their dif^ 
ferent degrees, made themselves conspicu* 
ous in their time, was not written recently 
after their deaths, seems to be an omission 
that does no honour to the Republic of Let- 
ters. Their contemporaries in general looked 
on with calm indifference, and suffered Wit 
andGemus to vani^ out of the world intbtai 
silence, unregarded and unlamented. Was 
therenofriend topay thetribute of a tear? 
No just observer of life to record the virtues 
of the deceased ? Was even Envy silent? 
It seemed to have been agreed, that if an 
author s works survived, the history of the 
man was to give no moral lesson to after- 
ages. If tradition told us that Ben Joif^ 
so^ went to the Devil Tavern; that Sbcak- 
SPEARB stole deer, and held the stirrup at 
play-house doors ; that Dryden frequented 
Button s Coffee-house; curiosity was lulled 
asleep, and Biography forgot the best part 

I 2 
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of her function, which is to instruct man--^ 
kind by examples taken from the school 
of life. This task remained for Dr. John- 
son, when years had rolled away; when 
the channels of information were, for the 
most part, choaked up, and little remained 
besides doubtful anecdote, uncertain tradi- 
tion, and vague report. 

" Nunc situs informis premit et deserta Ve- 
tustas." 

The value of Biography has been better 
undierstood in other ages, and in other coun- 
tries. Tacitus informs us, that to record 
the lives and characters of illustrious men 
was the practice of the Roman authors, in 
the early periods of the RepubUc. In France 
the example has been followed. Fontenelle, 
D'A lembert, and Monsieur Thomas, have left 
models in this kind of composition. They 
have embalmed the dead. But it is true, that 
they had incitements and advantages, ev^d 
at a distant day, which could not, by any 
diUgence, be obtained by Dr. Johnson. The 
wits of France had ample materials. They 
lived in a nation of critics, who had at heart 
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the honour done to their country by their 
Poets, their Heroes, and their Philosophers. 
They had, besides, an Academy of Belles 
LettreSy where genius was cultivated, re- 
:fined, and encouraged. They had the tracts, 
the essays, and dissertations, which remain 
in the M6moires of the Academy, and they 
had the speeches of the several members, 
delivered at their first admission to a seat 
in that learned Assembly. In those speeches 
the new Academician did ample justice to 
the memory of his predecessor; and though 
his harangue was decorated with the colours 
of eloquence, and was, for that reason, called 
panegjrric, yet being pronounced before qua- 
lified judges, who knew the talents, the con- 
duct, and morals of the deceased, the speaker 
could not, with propriety, wander into the 
regions of fiction. The truth was known 
before it was adorned. The Academy saw 
the marble before the artist poUshed it. But 
this coimtry has had no Academy of Litera- 
ture. The public mind, for centuries, has 
been engrossed by party and faction; by the 
madness of many far the gain of a few; by 
civil wars, religious dissentions, trade and 
commerce, and the arts of accumulating 
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wealth. Aiaidst such attentions, who can 
wcmder that cold praise has been often the 
only reward of merit? In this country. 
Doctor Nathaniel Hodges, who, like the 
good bishop of Marseilles, drew purer breath 
amidst the contagion of the plague in Lon- 
dttft, and during the whole time continued 
ill the city, administering medical assist- 
toce, was suffered, as Johnson used to re- 
late with tears in his eyes, to die for debt 
in a gaol. In this country, the man who 
brought the New River to London was 
ruined by that noble project ; and in this 
bauntry Otway died for want on Tower 
Hill ; Butler, the great author of Hudibras^ 
whose name can only die with the English 
kniguage, was left to languish in poverty, the 
j^rticulars of his life almost unknown, and 
Mdrce a vestige of him left except liis im- 
mortal poem. Had there been an Academy 
6f Literature, the lives, at least, of those 
celebrated persons would have been written 
fiwr the benefit of posterity. Swift, it seems> 
had the idea of such an institution, and pro- 
posed it to Lord Oxford; but Whig and Tory 
Hrere more important objects. It is needless 
to dissemble, that Dr. Johnson, in the Life 
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Qf Roscommon, talks of the inutility of such 
a project. " In this country," he says, " an 
Academy could be expected to do but lit- 
tle. If an academician s place were pro- 
fitiable, it would be given by interest; if 
attendance were gratuitous, it would be 
rarely paid, and no man would endure the 
least disgust. Unanimity is impossible, and 
debate would separate the assembly." To 
this it may be sufficient to answer, that tha 
Royal Society has not been dissolved by 
sullen disgust; and the modern Academy 
at Somerset-house has already performed 
much, and promises more. Unanimity is 
not necessary to such an assembly. On the 
contrary, by difference of opinion, and col- 
lision of B^Qitiment, the cause of literature 
would thrive and flourish. The true prin- 
ciples of criticism, the secret of fine writings 
the investigation of antiquities, and other 
interesting subjects, might occasion a clash 
of opinionis ; but in that contention Truth 
would receive illustration, and the essays of 
the several members would supply the Me- 
moirs of the Academy. " Biit," says Dr. John- 
son, '" suppose the philological decree made 
and promulgated, what would be its autho- 
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rity ? In absolute government there is some- 
thnes a general reverence paid to all that 
has the sanction of power, the countenance 
of greatness. How little this is the state 
of our country needs not to be told. The 
edicts of an English academy would pro- 
bably be read by many, only that they 
may be sure to disobey them. The present 
manners of the nation would deride autho- 
rity, and therefore nothing is left, but that 
every writer should criticise himself." This 
surely is not conclusive. It is by the stand- 
ard of the best writers that every man set- 
tles for himself his plan of legitimate compo- 
Bition; and since the authority of superior 
genius is acknowledged, that authority, 
which the individual obtains, would not be 
lessened by an association with others of 
distinguished ability. It may, therefore, be 
inferred, that an Academy of Literature 
would be an establishment highly useful, 
and an honour to Literature. In such an 
institution profitable places would not be 
wanted. Vatis avarus haud facile est animus; 
and the minister, who shall find leisure from 
party and faction to carry such a scheme into 
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Execution, will, in all probability, be respect- 
ed by posterity as the Maecenas of letters. 

We now take leave of Dr. Johnson as an 
author. Four volumes of his Lives of the 
Poets were published in 1778, and the work 
was completed in 1781. Should Biography 
fall again into disuse, there will not always 
be a Johnson to look back through a cen- 
tury, and give a body of critical and moral 
instruction. In April 1 7 8 1 , he lost his friend 
Mr. Thrale. His own words, in his diary, 
will best tell that melancholy event. " On 
Wednesday the 11th of April, was buried 
my dear friend Mr. Thrale, who died on 
Wednesday the 4th, 9.nd with him were 
buried many of my hopes and pleasures. 
About five, I think, on Wednesday morn- 
ing he expired. I felt almost the last flut- 
ter of his pulse, and looked for the last 
time upon the face, that, for fifteen years 
before, had never been turned upon me but 
with respect and benignity. Farewell: may 
God, that delighteth in mercy, have had 
mercy on thee ! I had constantly prayed 
for him before his death. The decease of 
him, from whose friendship I had obtained 
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many opportunities of amusement, and to 
whom I turned my thoughts as to a refuge 
from misfortunes, has left me heavy. But 
my business is with myself/' — From the 
<5lose of his last work, the malady that 
persecuted him through life came upon him 
with alarming severity, and his constitution 
declined apace. In 1782 his old friend 
Levet expired without warning and without 
a groan. Events like these reminded John- 
son of his own mortaUty. He continued 
his visits to Mrs. Thrale at Streatham, to 
the 7th day of October, 1782, when having 
first composed a prayer for the happiness of 
a femily with whom he had for many years 
enjoyed the pleasures and comforts of life, he 
removed to his own house in town. He says 
he was up early in the morning, and read 
fortuitously in the Gospel, which was his 
parting use of the library. The merit of the 
family is manifested by the sense he had of 
it, and we see his heart overflowing with 
gratitude. He leaves the place with regret, 
and casts a lingering look behind. 

The few remaining occurrences may be 
soon dispatched. In the month of June, 
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1783^ Johnson had a paralytic stroke^ which 
affected his speech only. He wrote to Dr. 
Taylor of Westminster ; and to his frigid 
Mr. Allen, the printe^t^ who lived at the 
next door. Dr. Brocklesby arrived in a short 
time, and by his care, and that of Br. He- 
berden, Johnson soon recovered. During his 
illness the writer of this narrative visited 
him, and found Inm reading Dr. Watson's 
Chemistry. Articulating with difficulty, he 
said, " From this book, he who knows no- 
thing may learn a great deal ; and he who 
knows, will be pleased to find his knowledge 
recalled to his mind in a manner highly 
pleasing/' In the month of August he set 
out for Lichfield, on a visit to Mrs. Lucy 
Porter, the daughter of his wife by her first 
husband ; and in his way back paid his re^ 
spects to Dr. Adams at Oxford. Mrs. Wil* 
liams died at his house in Bolt-court in the 
month of September, during his absence^ 
This was another shock to a mind like his, 
ever agitated by the thoughts of futurity* 
The contemplation of his own ap{^oaching 
end was constantly before his eyes; and the 
prospect of death, he declared, was terrible. 
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For many years, when he was not disposed 

to enter into the conversation going forward, 

whoever sat near his chair, might hear him 

repeating, from Shakspeare, 

\ 
Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 

To lie in cold obstruction and to rot ; 

This sensible warm motion to become 

A kneaded clod, and the delighted spirit 

To bathe in fiery floods 

And from Milton^ 

Who would lose. 
For fear of pain, this intellectual being ? 

By the death of Mrs. Williams he was left 
in a state of destitution, with nobody but 
Frank his black servant, to sooth his anxious 
moments. In November 1783, he was 
swelled from head to foot with a dropsy. 
Dr. Brocklesby, with that benevolence with 
which he always assists his friends, paid his 
visits with assiduity. The medicines pre- 
scribed were so efficacious, that in a few 
days, Johnson, while he was offering up his 
prayers, was suddenly obliged to rise, and, 
in the course of the day, discharged twenty 
pints of water. 
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Johnson, being eased of his dropsy, began 
to entertain hopes that the vigour of his 
constitution was not entirely broken. For 
the sake of conversing with his friends, he 
established a conversation club, to meet on 
every Wednesday evening ; and, to serve a 
man whom he had known in Mr. Thrale's 
household for many years, the place was 
£xed at his house in Essex-street near the 
Temple. To answer the malignant remarks 
of Sir John Hawkins on tins subject, were a 
wretched waste of time. Professing to be 
Johnson's friend, that biographer has raised 
more objections to his character, than all 
the enemies of that excellent man. Sir John 
had a root of bittemessKthat put rancours in 
the vessel of his peace. Fielding, he says, was 
the inventor of a cant phrase. Goodness of 
heart, which means little more than the virtue 
of a horse or a dog. He should have known 
that kind affections are the essence of virtue: 
they are the will of God implanted in our 
nature, to aid and strengthen moral obUga- 
tion ; they incite to action ; a sense of bene- 
volence is no less necessary than a sense of 
duty. Good affections are an ornament not 
only to an author but to his writings. He 



186 AN ESSAY ON THE LIFE AND 

who shews himself upon a cold scent for 
opportunities to bark and snarl throughout 
a volume of six hundred pages, may, if he 
will, pretend to moralize; but Goodness 
OF Heart, or, to use that politer phrase, 
the virtue of a horse or a dog, would redound 
more to his honour. But Sir John is no 
more : our business is with Johnson. The 
members of his club were respectable for 
their rank, their talents, and their literature. 
They attended with punctuality till about 
Midsummer, 1784, when, with some appear- 
ance of health, Johnson went into Derby- 
shire, and thence to Lichfield. While he 
was in that part of the world, his fHends in 
town were labouring for his benefit. The 
air of a more southern climate they thought 
might prolong a valuable Hfe. But a pen- 
sion of SOOl. a year was a slender fund for 
a travelling valetudinarian, and it was not 
then known that he had saved a moderate 
sum of money. Mr. Boswell and Sir Joshua 
Reynolds undertook to solicit the patronage 
of the Chancellor. With Lord Thin^low, 
white he was at the bar, Johnson was well 
acquainted. He was often heard to say, 
^* Thurlo w is a man of such vigour of mind. 
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that I never knew I was to meet Him but — 
I was going to say, I was afraid, but that 
would not be true, for I never was afraid of 
any man ; but I never knew that I was to 
meet Thurlow, but I knew I had something 
to encounter." The Chancellor undertook 
to recommend Johnson's case; but with- 
out success. To protract if possible the days 
of a man, whom he respected, he oflPered to 
advance the sum of five hundred pounds. 
Being informed of this at Lichfield, John^ 
son wrote the following letter. 



€i 



My Lord, 



" After a long and not inattentive obser*- 
vation of mankind, the generosity of your 
Lordship's offer raises in me not less wonder 
than gratitude. Bounty, so liberally be- 
stowed, I should gladly receive if my coBtr 
dition made it necessary; for to sudk a 
mind who would not be proud ta* own his 
obligations? But it Itos pleased God to 
restore me to so ^eat a np^^ure of health, 
that, if I should now appropriate so much 
of a fortune destined to do good, I could' 
not escape from myself the charge of iid- 
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▼ancing a false claim. My journey to the 
Continent, though I once thought it ne- 
cessary, was never much encouraged by 
my physicians : and I was very desirous 
that your Lordship should be told it by 
Sir Joshua Reynolds as an event very un- 
certain; for, if I grew much better, I 
should not be willing ; if much worse, I 
should not be able to migrate. Your 
Lordship was first solicited without my 
knowledge ; but when I was told that you 
were pleased to honour me with your pa- 
tronage, I did not expect to hear of a re- 
fusal ; yet, as I have had no long time to 
brood hopes, and have not rioted in imagi- 
nary opulence, this cold reception has 
been scarce a disappointment; and from 
your Lordship's kindness I have received a 
benefit which only men Uke you are able 
to bestow. I shall now live mihi cariar, 
with a higher opinion of my own merit. 
" I am, my Lord, 

" Your Lordship's most obliged, 
" most grateful, 

" and most humble servant, 
" Samuel Johnson/* 



" September, 1784." 
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We have in this instance the exertion of 
two congenial minds ; one, with a generous 
impulse relieving merit in distress ; and the 
other, by gratitude and dignity of sentiment 
rising to an equal elevation. 

It seems, however, that greatness of mind 
is not confined to greatness of rank. Dr, 
Brocklesby was not cfontent to assist with higi 
medical art; he resolved to minister to his 
patient's mind, and pluck from his memory 
the sorrow which the late refusal from a high 
quarter might occasion. To enable him to 
visit the south of France in pursuit of health, 
he offered from his own funds an annuity of 
one hundred pounds, payable quarterly. 
This was a sweet oblivious antidote, but it 
was not accepted, for the reasons* assigned 
to the Chancellor. The proposal, however, 
will do honour to Dr. Brocklesby, as long 
as liberal sentiment shall be ranked among 
the social virtues. 

In the month of October, 1784, we find 
Dr. Johnson corresponding with Mr. Ni- 
chols, the intelligent compiler of the Gen- 
tleman's Magazine, and, in the languor of , 
sickness, still desirous to contribute all in 
his power to the advancement of science 

VOL. I. K 
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and useful knowledge. He says, in a letter 
to that gentleman, dated Lichfield, Octo^- 
ber 20, that he should be glad to give so 
skilful a lover of Antiquities any informa^ 
tion. He adds, "At Ashbume, where I 
had very little company, I had the luck to 
borrow Mr. Bowyer s Life, a book go ftdl 
of contemporary history, that a literary man 
must fmd some of his old friends. I thought 
that I could now and then have told you 
some hints worth your notice : We, per- 
haps, may talk a life over. I hope we shall 
be much together. You must now be to 
me what you were before, and what dear 
Mr. Allen was besides. He was taken un- 
expectedly away, but J think he was a very 
g(H>d man, I have made very little pro- 
gress in recovery. I am very weak, and 
very sleepless ; but I live on and hope.'' 

In that languid condition he arrived, on 
the l6th of November, at his house in Bolt- 
court, there to end his days. He laboured 
with the dropsy and an asthma. He was at- 
tended by Dr. Heberden, Dr. Warre©, Dr. 
Brocklesby, Dr. Butter, and Mr. Cruik- 
shank, the eminent surgeon. Eternity pre- 
sented to his mind an aweful prospeot^ and. 
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with as much virtue as perhaps ever is the 
lot of man, he shuddered at the thought of 
his dissolution. His Mends awakened the 
comfortable reflection of a well-spent life ; 
and, as his end drew near, they had the sa- 
tisfaction of seeing him composed, and even 
cheerful, insomuch that he was able, in the 
course of his restless nights, to make trans- 
lations of Greek epigrams from the Antho- 
logia ; and to compose a Latin epitaph fbf 
his father, his mother, and his brother Na- 
thaniel. He meditated, at the same time, 
a Latin inscription to the memory of Gar- 
rick ; but his vigour was exhausted. 

His love of literature was a passion that 
stuck to his last sand. Seven days before 
his death he wrote the following letter to 
his friend Mr. Nichols. 



(C 



Sir, 



** The late learned Mr. Swinton of Ox- 
ford having one day remarked that one 
man, meaning, I suppose, no man but him- 
self, could assign all the parts of the An- ^ 
cient Universal History to their proper au- 
thors, at the request of Sir Robert Cham- 

k2 
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bers, or myself, gave the account which I 
now transmit to you in his own hand, being 
willing that of so great a work. the history 
should be known, and that each writer 
should receive his due proportion of praise 
from posterity. 

"I recommend to you to preserve this 
scrap of literary intelligence in Mr. Swin- 
ton*s own hand, or to deposit it in the Mu- 
semn*, that the veracity of this account 
may never be doubted. 
" I am, Sir, 

" Yoiu* most humble servant, 
Dec. 6, 1784. « Sam. Johnson." 



Mr. Swinton. 

The History of the Carthaginians. 
Numidians. 



- Mauritanians. 

- GaetuUans. 

- Garamantes. 

- Melano Gaetulians. 

- Nigritae. 



* It is there deposited. J. N. 
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The History of the Cyrenaiea. 

— - — -_ — Marmariea. 

— ■ Regio Syrtiea. 

■ — Turks, Tartars, and Mo- 
guls. 

Indians. 

^ Chinese. 

The Dissertation on the peopling of Ame- 
rica. 

The Dissertation on the Independency of 
the Arabs. 

The Cosmogony, and a small part of the His- 
tory immediately following. By Mr. Sale. 

To the Birth of Abraham. Chiefly by 
Mr. Shelvock. 

History of the Jews, Gauls, and Spaniards. 

By Mr. Psalmanazar. 
Xenophon's Retreat. By the same. 

History of the Persians, and the Constanti- 
nopolitan Empire. By Dr. Campbell. 

History of the Romans. By Mr. Bower. ♦ 

* Before this authentic communication, Mr. Nichols 
had given in the volume of the Gentleman's Magazine 
for 1781, p. 370, the following account of the Univer- 
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On the morning of Dec. 7, Dr. Johnson 
requested to see Mr. Nichols. A few days 
before, he had borrowed some of the early 
volumes of the Magazine, with a professed 
intention to point out the pieces which he 
had written in that collection. The books 
lay on the table, with many leaves doubled 
down, and in particular those which con- 
tained his share in the Parliamentary De- 
bates. Such was the goodness of Johnson s 
heart, that he then declared, that " those 
debates were the only parts of his writings 
which gave him any compunction: but 
that at the time he wrote them he had no 



sal. History. The proposals were published October 6, 
1729; and the authors of the first seven volumes were> 

Vol. I. Mr. Sale, translator of the Koran. 
II. George Psalmanazar. 

III. George Psalmanazar. 
Archibald Bower. 
Captain Sbelvock* 
Dr. Campbell. 

IV, The same as vol. III. 
V. Mr. Bower. 

VI. Mr. Bower. 

Rev. John Swinton. 
VII. Mr. Swinton. 
Mr. Bower. 
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conception that he was imposing upon thft 
world, though they were frequently writ- 
ten from very slender materials, and often 
from none at all, the mere coinage of his 
own imagination/' He added, " that he 
never wrote any part of his work with 
equal velocity. Three columns of the Ma- 
gazine in an hour," he said, " was no un? 
common effort; which was faster th^ui tnost 
persons could have transcribed that quan- 
tity. In one day in particular, and that 
not a very long one, he wrote twelve pages, 
more in quantity than ever he wrote at any 
other time, except in the Life of Savage, 
of which forty-eight pages in octavo were 
the production of olie long day, induding 
ft part of the night." 

In the course of the conversation he asked 
whether any of the family of Faden the 
printer were Uving. Being told that the 
geographer near Charing^cross was Fih 
detk^d son, he said, after a short pause, ''I 
borrowed a guinea of his father near thirty 
years ago ; hi do good as to take this, and 
p£ly it for me." 

Wishing to discharge every duty and 
every obligation, Johnson recollected ano- 
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ther debt of ten pounds, which he had bor- 
rowed from his friend Mr. Hamilton, the 
printer, about twenty years before. He 
sent the money to Mr. Hamilton at his 
house in Bedford-row, with an apology for 
the length of time. The Reverend Mr. 
Strahan was the bearer of the message, 
about four or five days before Johnson 
breathed his last. 

Mr.Sastres (whom Dr. Johnson esteemed 
and mentioned in his will) entered the room 
during his illness. Dr. Johnson, as soon 
as he saw him, stretched forth his hand, 
and in a tone of lamentation, called out. 
Jam moriturus ! But the love of Kfe was 
still an active principle. Feeling himself 
swelled with the dropsy, he conceived 
that, by incisions in his legs, the water 
might be discharged. Mr. Cruikshank 
apprehended that a mortification might 
be the consequence; but, to appease a 
distempered fancy, he gently lanced the 
surface. Johnson cried out, " Deeper, 
deeper! I want length of life, and you 
are afi*aid of giving me pain, which I do_ 
not value." 

On the 8th of December, the Reverend 
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Mr. Strahah drew his will, by which, after 
a few legacies, the residue, amounting -to 
about fifteen hundred pounds, was be- 
queathed to Frank, the Black servant, for- 
merly consigned to the testator by his 
friend Dr. Bathurst. 

The history of a death-bed is painful. 
Mr. Strahan informs us, that the strength 
of . religion prevailed against the infirmity 
of nature ; and his foreboding dread of the 
Divine Justice subsided into a pious trust 
and humble hope of mercy at the Throne 
of Grace. On Monday the 13th day of 
December (the last of his existence on 
this side the grave), the desire of life 
returned with. all its former vehemence. 
He still imagined, that, by puncturing his 
legs, relief might be obtained. At eight 
in the morning he tried the experiment, 
but no water followed. In an hour or 
two after, he fell into a doze, and about 
seven in the evening expired without a 
groan. 

On the 20th of the month his remains, 
with due solemnities, and a numerous at- 
tendance of his friends, were buried in 
Westminster Abbey, near the foot of 
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Shakspeare's monument, and close to the 
gtave of the late Mr. Garrick. The fii- 
neral service was I'ead by his friend Dr* 

Tayloi*. 

A black marble over his grave has the 
following inscription : 

SAMuiit- JbUN^soN^ LL.D. 
obiit xiii die Decembris, . 
Anno Domini 

MDCCLXXXIV. 

iEtatis suae lxxv» 

If we now look back, as from an emi- 
nence, to view the scenes of life, and the 
literary labours in which Dr. Johnson was 
engaged, we may be able to delineate the 
features of the man, and to form an esti- 
mate of his genius. 

As a man. Dr. Johnson stands displayed 
in open day-Ught. Nothing remains undis- 
covered. Whatever he said is kttown; and 
without aUowing him the usual privHege 
of hazarding sientiments, and advancmg 
positions, for mere amusement, ot the 
pleasure of discussion. Criticism has en- 
deavoured to make him answerable for 
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what, perhaps, he never seriously thou^t. 
His diary, which has been printed, disco- 
vers still more. We have before us the 
very heart of the man, with all his inward 
consciousness. And yet neither in the 
open patlis of life, nor in his secret re- 
cesses, has any one vice been discovered. 
We see him reviewing every year of his 
life, and severely censuring himself, lor 
not keeping resolutions, which morbid me- 
lancholy, and other bodily infirmities, ren- 
dered impracticable. We see him for every 
little defect imposing on himself voluntary 
penance, going through the day with only 
one cup of tea without milk, and to the 
last^ amidst paroxysms and remissions of 
illness^ forming plans of study and resolu- 
tions to amend his life*. Many of his 
scruples may be called weaknesses; but 
they axe the weaknesses of a good, a jnous^ 
and most excellent man. 

His person, it is well known, was large 
and unwieldy. His nerves were affected 
by that disorder, for which, at two years 
of age, he was presented to the royel 

* On the subject of voluntary penance see the Rain* 
biet. No. ex. 
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touch. His head shook, and involuntary 
motions made it uncertain that his legs 
and arms would, even at a tea-table, remain 
in their proper place. A person of Lord 
Chesterfield's delicacy might in his com- 
pany be in a fever. He would sometimes 
of his own accord do things inconsistent 
with the established modes of behaviour. 
Sitting at table with the celebrated Mrs. 
Cholmondeley, who exerted herself to cir- 
culate the subscription for Shakspeare, he 
took hold of her hand in the middle of 
dinner, and* held it close to his eye, won- 
dering at the delicacy and the whiteness, 
till with a smile she asked. Will he give it 
to me again when he has done with it? The 
exteriors of politeness did not belong to 
Johnson. Even that civility which pro- 
ceeds, or ought to proceed, fi"om the mind, 
was sometimes violated. His morbid me- 
lancholy had an effect on his temper , his 
passiom were irritable; and the ^de of 
science, as well as of a fierce independent 
spirit, inflamed him on jsome occasions 
above all bounds of moderation. .Though- 
not in the shade of academic bowers, he 
led a scholastic life; and the habit of pro-: 
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vhouiiGing decisions to fais friends and vid- 
tors gave him a dictatorial manlier, which 
was much enforced by a voice naturally 
loud, and often overstretched. Metaphy- 
sical discussion, moral theory, systems of 
religion, and anecdotes of literature, were 
his favourite topics. General history had 
little of his regard. Biography was his 
delight. The proper study of mankind is 
man. Sooner than hear of the Punic wari 
he would be rude to the person that intro- 
duced the subject. 

Johnson was bom a logician; one of 
those, to whom only books of logic are 
said to be of use. In consequence of his 
skill in that art, he loved argumentation. 
No man thought more profoundly, nor 
with such acute discernment. A fallacy 
could not stand before him ; it was- sure 
to- be refuted by strength of reasoning; 
and a precision both in idea and expres- 
sion almost imequalled. When he chose 
by apt illustration to place the argument 
of his adversary in a ludicrous light, one 
was almost inclined to think ridicule the 
test of truth. He was surprized to be told, 
but it is certainly true, that, with great 
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powers of mind, wit and humour were Im 
shining talents. That he often argued for 
the sake of a triumph over his adversary, 
cannot be dissembled. Dr. Rose, of Chis- 
wick, has been heard to teU of a friend of 
his, who thanked him for introducing him 
to Dr. Johnson, as he had been convinced, 
in the course of a long dispute, that an 
opinion, which he had embraced as a set* 
tied truth, was no better than a vulgar 
error. This being reported to Johnson, 
" Nay," said he, " do not let him be thank- 
fiil, for he was right, and I was wrong." 
Like his uncle Andrew, in the ring at 
Smithfield,- Johnson, in a circle of dispu- 
tants, was determined neither to be thrown 
nor conquered. Notwithstanding all his 
piety, self-government, or the command of 
his passions in conversation, does not seem 
tohave been among his attainments. When- 
ever he thought the contention was for the 
superiority, he has been kn6wn to breakout 
with violence, and even ferocity. When the 
fray was over, he generally softened into re- 
pentance, and, by conciliating measures, 
took care that no animosity should be left 
rankUng in the breast of his antagonist. 
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Of this defect he seems to. have been 
conscious. In a letter to Mrs. Thrale, 
he says, ''Poor Baretti! do not quarrel 
with him ; to neglect him a little will be 
sufficient. He means only to be frank 
and manly, • and independent, and, per- 
haps, as you say, a Uttle wise. To be 
frank, he thinks, is to be cynical ; and to 
be independent is to be rude. Forgive 
him, dearest lady, the rather, because of 
his misbehaviour I am afraid he learned 
part of me. I hope to set him hereafter a 
better example." For his own intolerant 
and overbearing spirit he apologized by 
observing, that it had done some good; ob^ 
scenity and impiety were repressed in his 
company. 

It was late in life before he had the 
habit of mixmg, otherwise than occasion^ 
ally, with polite company. At Mr. Thrale's 
he saw a constant succession of well-ac« 
pomplished visitors. In that society he 
began to wear off the rugged points of 
his own character. He saw the advantages 
of mutual civility, and endeavoured, to 
profit by the models before him. He aimed 
at what has been called by Swift the le$$er 
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morals, and by Cicero minores virtutes. His 
endeavour, though new and late, gave plea- 
sure to all his acquaintance. Men were 
glad to see that he was willing to be com- 
mimicative on equal terms and reciprocal 
complacence. The time was then expected 
when he was to cease being what George 
Garrick, brother to the celebrated actor, 
called him the first time he heard him con- 
verse, " A TREMENDOUS COMPANION." He 

certainly wished to be polite, and even 
thought himself so; but his civiUty still 
retained something uncouth and harsh. 
His manners took a milder tone, but the 
endeavour was too palpably seen. He 
laboured even in trifles. He was a giant 
gaining a purchase to lift a feather. 

It is observed by the younger Pliny, that 
in the confines of virtue and great qualities 
there are generally vices of an opposite 
nature. In Dr. Johnson not one ingre- 
dient can take the name of vice. From 
his attainments in literature grew the 
pride of knowledge ; and fi-om his pow- 
ers of reasoning, the love of disputation 
and the vain-glory of superior vigour. — 
His piety, in some instances, bordered on 
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superstition. He was willing to believe in 
preternatural agency, and thought it not 
more strange that there should be evil 
spirits than evil men. Even the question 
about second sight held him in suspense. 
'* Second sight," Mr. Pennant tells us, *^ i$ 
a power of seeing imi^es impressed on the 
organs of sight by the power of fancy, or 
on the fancy by the disordered spirits ©per- 
rating on the mind. It is the faculty of 
seeing spectres or visions, which represent 
an event actually passing at a distance, or 
likely to happen at a future day. In 1771, 
a gentleman, the last who was supposed to 
be possessed of this faculty, had a boat at 
sea in a tempestuous night, and, being an- 
xious for his freight, suddenly started up, 
and said his men would be drowned, for 
he had seen them pass before him with 
wet garments and drooping locks. The 
event corresponded with his disordered 
fancy. And thus," continues Mr. Pennant, 
*' a distempered imagination, clouded with 
anxiety, may make an impression on the 
spirits; as persons, restless and troubled 
with indignation, see various forms and 

VOL. I. L 
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figures wliile they lie awake in bed." This 
is what Dr. Johnson was not willing to re- 
ject. He wished for some positive proof 
of communications with another world. 
His benevolence embraced the whole race 
of man, and yet was tinctured with parti- 
cular prejudices. He was pleased with 
the minister in the Isle of Sky, and loved 
him so much that he began to wish him 
not a Presbyterian. To. that body of Dis- 
senters his zeal for the Established Church 
made him in some degree an adversary; 
and his attachment to a mixed and limited 
Monarchy led him to declare open war 
against what he called a sullen Republi- 
can. He would rather praise a man of 
Oxford than of Cambridge. He. disliked 
a Whig, and loved a Tory* These were 
the shades of his character, which it has 
been the business of certain party-writers 
to represent in the darkest colours^ - 

Since virtue, or moral goodness, consists 
in a just conformity of our acticms to the 
relations in which we stand to the Supii^eme 
Being and to our fellow-cl-eatures, where 
shall we find a man who has been^ or en- 
deavoured to be, more diligent in the dis- 



QENIUS OF DR. JOHNSON. 1471 

charge of those essential duties ? His first 
prayer was composed in 1738;. he con- 
tinued those fervent ejaculatio9s of piety 
to the end of his life. In his Meditations 
we see him scrutinizing himself with seve- 
rity, and aiming at perfection unattainable 
by man. His. duty to his neighbour con^ 
sisted in universal benevolence, and a con- 
stat aim at the pKoduetion of happiness. 
Who was more sincere and steady in his 
friendships ? It has been said that there 
was no real affection between him and 
Garrick. On the paxt of the latter, there 
might be some corrosions of jealousy. The 
character of Prosj^roi, in the Rambler, 
No. 20Q, was, beyond all question, occa- 
sioned by Garrick's ostentatious display of 
finmiture. and Dresden china. It was surely 
fair to take from this incident a hint for a 
moral essay ; and, though no more was in^ 
tended, Garrick, we are told, remembered 
it with uneasiness. He was also hurt that 
his Lich^Id friend did not think so highly 
of his dramatic art as the rest of the world. 
The fact was, Johnson could not see the 
passions as they rose axtd chased one ano- 
ther in the varied features of that expres- 

L 2 
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sive face; and by his own manner of recit- 
ing verses, which was wonderfully impres-- 
&ive, he plainly shewed that he thought 
there was too much of artificial tone and 
measured cadence in the declamation of the 
theatre. The present writer well remem- 
bers being in conversation with Dr. John- 
son near the side of the scenes during the 
tragedy of King Lear : when Garrick came 
off the stage, he said, '* You two talk so 
loud, you destroy all my feelings." " Pri- 
thee," replied Johnson, " do not talk of feel- 
ings, Pimch has no feelings." This seems 
to. have been his settled opinion; admirable 
as Garrick' s imitation qf nature always was, 
Johnson thought it no better than mere 
mimickry. Yet it is certain that he esteem- 
ed and loved Garrick; that he dwelt with 
pleasure on his praise; and used to de- 
clare, that he deserved his great success, 
because on all applications for charity he 
gave more than was asked. After Gar- 
rick's death he never talked of him with- 
out a tear in his eyes. He offered, if 
Mrs. Garrick would desire it of him, to 
be the editor of his works and the his- 
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torian of his life*. It has been mention- 
-ed, that on his death-bed he thought of 
writing a Latin inscription to the memory 
of his friend. Numbers are still living who 
know these facts, and still remember with 
gratitude the friendship which he shewed 
to them with unaltered affection for a num- 
ber of years. His humanity and genero- 
sity, in proportion to his slender income, 
were unbounded. It has been truly said, 
that the lame, the blind, and the sorrow- 
ful, found in his house a sure retreat. A 
strict adherence to truth he considered as a 
sacred obligation, insomuch that, in relat- 
ing the most minute anecdote, he would 
not allow himself the smallest addition to 
embellish his story. The late Mr. Tyers, 
who knew Dr. Johnson intimately, observ- 
ed, "that he always talked as if he was 
talking upon oath." 

After a long acquaintance with this ex- 

* It is to be regretted that he was not encouraged in 
this undertaking. The assistance^ however, which he 
gave to Davies, in writing the Life of Garrick, has been 
acknowledged in general terms by that writer, and, 
from the evidence of style, appears to have been very 
considerable. C. 
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cellent man, and an attentive retrospect 
to his whole conduct, such is the light in 
which he appears to the writer of this 
essay. The following lines of Horace may 
be deemed his picture in miniature : 

Iracundior est paul6, minus aptus acutis 
Naribus horum hominum, rideri possit, eo quod 
Rusticius tonso toga defluit, & male laxus 
In pede calceushaeret. At est bonus, ut meliorvir 
Non alius quisquam ; at tibi amicus ; at inge- 

nium ingens 
Inculto latet hoc sub corpora. 

'* Your friend is passionate, perhaps unfit 
For the brisk petulance of modern wit. 
His hair ill-cut, his robe that aukward flows. 
Or his large shoes to raillery expose 
The man you love ; yet is he not possess'd 
Of virtues, with which very few are* blest ? 
While underneath this rude, uncouth disguise 
A genius of extensive knowledge lies," 

Francis's Hor. Booki. Sat. 3. 

It remains to give a review of Johnson's 
works ; and this, it is imagined, will not be 
unwelcome to the reader. 

Like Milton and Addison, he seems to 
have been fond of his Latin poetry. Those 
compositions shew that he was an early 
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scholar ; but his verses have not the grace- 
ful ease that gave so much suavity to the 
poems of Addison. The translation of the 
Messiah labours under two disadvantages ; 
it is first compared with Pope's inimitable 
performance, andafterwards with the PolUo 
of Virgil. It may appear trifling to remark, 
that he has made the letter o, in the word 
VirgOy long and short in the same line; 
Virgo, Virgo parit. ^ut the transla- 
tion has great merit, and some admirable 
lines. In the odes there is a sweet flexi- 
bility, particularly. To his worthy friend 
Dr. Laurence; on himself at the theatre, 
March 8, 1771 ; the Ode in the isle of Sky; 
and that to Mrs. Thrale from the same 
place. 

His English poetry is such as leaves 
room to tllnk,i? he had devoted hhn.elf 
to the Muses, that he would have been 

« 

the rival of Pope. His first production in 
this kind was"London,"a poem in imitation 
of the third satire of Juvenal. The vices 
of the metropolis are placed in the room of 
ancient manners. The author had heated 
his mind with the ardour of Juvenal, and, 
having the skill to polish his numbers, he 



15S AN ESSAY ON THE LIFE AND 

became a sharp accuser of the times. The 
" Vanity of Hmnan Wishes," is an imita- 
tion of the tenth satire of the same author. 
Though it is translated by Dryden, John- 
son's imitation approaches nearest to the 
spirit of the original. The subject is taken 
from the Alcibiades of Plato, and has an 
intermixture of the sentiments of Socrates 
concerning the object of prayers offered up 
to the Deity. The general proposition is, 
that good and evil are so little understood 
by mankind, that their wishes when grant- 
ed are always destructive. This is exem- 
plified in a variety of instances, such as 
riches, state-preferment, eloquence, mili- 
tary glory, long life, and the advantages of 
form and beauty. Juvenal's conclusion is 
worthy of a Christian poet, and such a pen 
as Johnson s. " Let us," he says, " leave 
it to the Gods to judge what is fittest for 
us. Man is dearer to his Creator than to 
himself. If we must pray for special favour, 
let it be for a sound mind in a sound 
body. Let us pray for fortitude, that we 
may think the labours of Hercules and all 
his sufferings preferable to a life of lux- 
ury and the soft repose o^ Sardanapalus* 
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This is a blessing within the reach of every 
man ; this we can give ourselves. It is vir- 
tue, and virtue only, that can make us hap- 
py." In the translation the zeal of the 
Christian conspired with the warmth and 
energy of the poet ; but Juvenal is not ec- 
hpsed. For the various characters in the ori- 
ginal the reader is pleased, in the English 
poem, to meet with Cardinal Wolsey, Buck- 
ingham stabbed by Felton, Lord Straffordj 
Clarendon, Charles XII. of Sweden; and 
for TuUy and Demosthenes, Lydiat, Gali- 
leo, and Archbishop Laud. It is owing to 
Johnson s delight in biography, that the 
name of Lydiat is called forth from ob- 
scurity. It may, therefore, not be useless 
to tell; that Lydiat was a learned divine 
and mathematician in the beginning of the 
last century. He attacked the doctrine of 
Aristotle and Scaliger, and wrote a number 
of sermons on the harmony of the Evan- 
geUsts. With all his merit, he lay in the pri- 
son ofBocardo at Oxford, till Bishop Usher, 
Laud, and others, paid his debts. He peti- 
tioned Charles I. to be sent to Ethiopia 
to procure manuscripts. Having spoken 
in favour of monarchy and bishops, he was 
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plundered by the Puritans, and twice car- 
ried away a prisoner from his rectory. He 
died very poor in 1646. 

The Tragedy of Irene is founded on a pas- 
sage inKnoUes's History of the Turks; an 
author highly commended in the Rambler, 
No. 122^. An incident in the Life of Maho- 
met the Great, first emperor of the Turks, 
is the hinge on which the fable is made to 
move. The substance of the story is shortly 
this. In 1453 Mahomet laid siege to Con- 
stantinople, and having reduced the place, 
became enamoured of a fair Greek, whose 
mane was Irene. The sultan invited her 
to embrace the law of the Prophet, and to 
grace his throne. Enraged at this intended 
marriage, the Janizaries formed a conspiracy 
to dethrone the emperor. To avert the im- 
pending danger, Mahomet, in a full assem- 
bly of the grandees, " Catching with *one 
hand," as KnoUes relates it, " the fair 
Greek by the hair of her head, and draw- 
ing his falchion with the other, he, at one 
Wow, struck off her head, to the great 
terror of them all; and, having so done, 
said unto them, Now, by this, judge whe- 
ther your emperor is able to bridle his af- 
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i^ctions or not." The story is simple, and 
it remained for the author to amplify it with 
proper episodes, and give it complication 
and variety. The catastrophe is changed, 
and horror gives place to terror and pity. 
But, after all, the fable is cold and languid. 
There is not, throughout the piece, a single 
situation to excite curiosity, and raise a con- 
flict of passions. The diction is nervous, rich, 
and elegant ; but splendid language, and me- 
lodious numbers, will make a fine poem, not 
a tragedy. The sentiments are beautiftil, 
always happily expressed, but seldom ap- 
propriated to the character, and generally 
too philosophic. What Johnson has said 
of the Tragedy of C at o may be applied to 
Irene: " It is rather apoem in dialogue than 
a drama; rather a succession of just senti- 
ments in elegant language, than a represen- 
tation of natural affections. Nothing ex- 
cites or assuages emotion. The events are 
expected without solicitude, and are re- 
membered without joy or sorrow. Of the 
agents we have no care ; we consider not 
what they are doing, nor what they are suf- 
fering ; we wish only to know what they 
have to say. It is unaffecting elegance, and 
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chill philosophy." The following speech, 
in the mouth of a Turk, who is supposed to 
have heard of the British constitution, has 
been often selected from the numberless 
beauties with which *^ Irene" abounds : 

" If there be any land, as farae reports. 
Where common laws restrain the prince and 

subject; 
A happy land, where circulating power 
Flows througheach member of th'embodied state. 
Sure, not unconscious of the mighty blessing, 
Her grateful sons shine bright with ev'ry virtue ; 
Untainted with the Lust of Innovation ; 
Sure all unite to hold her league of rule. 
Unbroken as the sacred chain of Nature, 
That links the jarring eletiaents in peace." 

These are British sentiments . Above forty 
years ago they found an echo in the breast of 
applauding audiences; and to this hour they 
are the voice of the people, in defiance of the 
metaphysics and the new lights of certain po- 
Uticians, who wouldgladly find their private 
advantage in the disasters of their country ; a 
race of men, quibus nulla ex honesto spes. 

The Prologue to Irene is written with ele- 
gance, and, in a peculiar strain, shews the 
literary pride and lofty sjpirit of the author. 
The Epilogue, we are told in a late publi- 
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cation, was written by Sir William Yonge. 
This is a new discovery, but by no means pro- 
bable. When the appendages to a Drama- 
tic performance are not assigned to a friend, 
or an unknown hand, or a person of fashion, 
they are always supposed to be written by 
the author of the Play. It is to be wished, 
however, that the Epilogue in question 
could be transferred to any other writer. 
It is the worst Jeu d' Esprit that ever fell 
from Johnson's pen *. 

An account of the various pieces con- 
tained in this edition, such as miscellaneous 
tracts, and philological dissertations, would 
lead beyond the intended limits of this 
essay. It will suffice to say, tliat they are 
the productions of a man who never wanted 
decorations of language, and always taught 
his reader to think. The life of the late 
king of Prussia, as far as it extends, is a 
model of the biographical style. The 
Review of '' The Origin of Evil" was, 

* Dr. Johnson informed Mr. Boswell that this Epi- 
logue was written by Sir William Yoiige. See Boswell's 
Life of Johnson, voLi.p. 169-70. Svo.edit. 1804. The 
internal evidence that it is not Johnson's is very strong, 
particularly in the line, " But how the devil/' &c. C. 
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perhaps, written with asperity; but the 
angry epitaph which it provoked from 
Soame Jenyns, was an ill-timed resent- 
ment, unworthy of the genius of that ami- 
able author. 

The Rambler may be considered as John- 
son s great work. It was the basis of that 
high reputation which went on increasing 
to the end pf his days. The circulation of 
those periodical essays was not, at first, 
equal to their merit. They had not, Uke 
the Spectators, ihe art of charming by va- 
riety; and indeed how could it be expected ? 
The wits of queen Anne's reign sent their 
contributions to the Spectator; and John- 
son stood alone. A stageK^oach, says Sir 
Richard Steele, must go forward on stated 
days, whether there are passengers or pot. 
Sa it was with the Rambler every Tuesday 
and Saturday, for two years. In this col- 
lection Jolmsan is the great moral teacher 
of his countrymen; his essays form a body 
of ethics; the observations on life and man- 
ners are acute and instructive; and the 
papers professedly critical, serve to pro* 
mote the cause of literature. It mast,, how- 
ever, be acknowledged, that a settled 
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gloom hangs over the author s mind ; and 
all the essays^ exeept eight or ten^ coming 
from the same fountam-head, no wonder 
diat they have the raciness of the soil from 
which they sprang. Of this miiformity 
Johnson was sensible. He used to say, 
that if he had joined a friend or two, who 
would have been able to intermix papers of 
a sprightly turn, the collection would have 
been rxsxe mbicellaneous, and by conse^ 
quence more agreeable to the generality of 
readers* This he used to illustrate by re- 
peating two beautiful stanzais from his own 
Ode to Cave, or Sylvanus Urban : - 

Non ulla Musis pagina gratior, 
Quam quce feveris l^dicra jungere 
Novit, fatigatamque nugis 
UtilibuB recreare mentem. 

Texente nympbis serta Lycoride, 
Rosae ruborem sic viola adjuvat 
Immista, sic Iris refulget 
^thereis variata fucis. 

It is remarkable, that the pomp of dic^' 
tion, which has been objected to Johnson^ 
was first assumed in the Rambler. His 
Dictionary was going on at the same time, 
and, in the course of that work, as he grew 
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familiar with technical and scholastic words, 
he thought that the bulk of his readers 
were equally learned; or at least would 
admire the splendour and dignity of the 
style. And yet it is well known, that he 
- praised in Cowley the ease and unaffected 
structure of the sentences. Cowley may 
be placed at the head of those who culti- 
vated a clear and natural style. Dryden, 
Tillotson, and Sir WiUiam Temple, fol- 
lowed. Addison, Swift, and Pope, with 
more correctness, carried our language 
well nigh to perfection. Of Addison, John- 
son was used to say, He is the Raphael of 
Essay Writers. How he differed so widely 
from such elegant models is a problem not 
to be solved, unless it be true that he 
took an early tincture from the writers of 
the last centxuy, particularly Sir Thomas 
Browne. Hence the peculiarities of his 
style, new combinations, sentences of an 
unusual structure, and words derived from 
the learned languages. His own account 
of the matter is, " When common words 
were less pleasing to the ear, or less distinct 
in their signification, I familiarized the 
terms of philosophy, by applying them to 
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popular ideas." But he forgot the observa- 
tion of Dryden : If too many foreign words 
are poured in upon us, it looks as if they were 
designed, not to assist the natives, but to con-: 
quer them. There is, it must be admitted^ 
a swell of language, often out of all pro- 
portion to the sentiment ; but there is, in 
general, a fulness of mind, and the thought 
seems to expand with the sound of the 
words. Determined to discard colloquial 
barbarisms and licentious idioms, he forgot 
the elegant simphcity that distinguishes the 
writings of Addison. He had what Locke 
calls a round-about view of his subject^ and, 
though he' was never tainted, like many 
modem wits, with the ambition of shining 
in paradox, he may be fairly called an Ori- 
ginal Thinker. His reading was exten- 
sive. He treasured in his mind whatever 
was worthy of notice, but he added to it 
from his own meditation. He collected, 
qu^ reconderety auctaque promeret. Addison 
was not so profound a thinker. He was 
horn to write, converse, and live with ease; 
and he found an early patron in Lord So- 
mers. He depended, however, more upon a 
fine taste than the vigour of his mind. His 

VOL. I, M 



163 AN ESSAY ON THE LIFE AND 

Latin Poetry shews, that he relished, 
with a just selection, all the refined and 
delicate beauties of the Roman classics ; 
and, when he cultivated his native lan- 
guage, no wonder that he formed that grace- 
fid style, which has been so justly admired ; 
simple, yet elegant; adorned, yet never 
over-wrought; rich in allusion, yet pure and 
perspicuous ; correct, without labour ; and 
though sometimes deficient in strength, yet 
always musical. His essays, in general, are 
on the surface of life ; if ever original, it was 
in pieces of humour. Sir Roger de Co- 
verley^ arid thei Tory Fox-hunter, need not 
to be mentioned. ^ Johnson had a fund of 
humour, but he did not know it ; nor was 
he willing to descend to the familiar idiom 
and the variety of diction which that mode 
of composition required. The letter, in the 
Rambler, No. 12, from a young girl that 
wants a place, will illustrate this observa- 
tion. Addison possessed an unclouded ima- 
gination, alive to the first objects of nature 
and of art. He reaches the sublime with- 
out any apparent effort. When he tells us, 
" If we consider the fixed stars as so many 
oceans of flame, that are each of them at- 
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tended with a different set of planets ; if we 
still discover new firmaments and new lights 
that are sunk further in those unfathomable 
depths of cether ; we are lost in a labyrinth 
of suns and worlds, and confounded witJ^ 
the magnijficence and immensity of nature;'* 
the ease, with which this passage rises to 
unaffected grandeur, is the secret charm 
tha^t captivates the reader. Johnson is al- 
ways lofty; he seems, to use Dry den's 
phrase, to be o'erinform'd with meaning, 
and his words do not appear to himself ade- 
quate to his conception. He moves in states 
and his periods are always harmonious. His 
Oriental Tales are in the true style of East- 
ern magnificence, and yet none of them are 
so much admired as the Visions of Mirza. 
In matters of criticism, Johnson is never 
the echo of preceding writers. He thinks 
and decides for himself. If we except .the 
Essays on the Pleasures of Imagination, 
Addison cannot be called a philosophical 
critic. His moral Essays are beautiful : but 
in that province ^lothing can exceed the 
Rambler, though Johnson used to say, that 
the Essay on The burthens of mankind (in the 
Spectator, No. 558) was the most exquisite 

M 2 
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he had ever read./ Talking of himself, 
Johnson said, " Topham Beauclerk has wit, 
and every thing comes from him with ease ; 
but when I say a good thing, I seem to la- 
bour." When we compare him with Addi- 
son, the contrast is still stronger./ Addison 
lends grace and ornament to truth ; John- 
son gives it force and energy. Addison 
makes virtue amiable ; Johnson represents 
it as an awful duty. 'Addison insinuates 
himself with an air of modesty ; Johnson 
commands like a dictator; but a dictator 
in his splendid robes, not labouring at the 
plough. Addison is the Jupiter of Virgil, 
with placid serenity talking to Venus : 

" Vultu, quo ccelum tempestatesque serenat/" 

Johnson is Jupiter Tonans : he darts his 
lightning and foils his thunder, in the cause 
of virtue and piety. .The language seems 
to fall short of his ideas ; he pours along, 
familiarizing the terms of philosophy, with 
bold inversions, and sonorous periods ; but 
we may apply to him what Pope has said of 
Homer : " It is the sentiment that swells 
and fills out the diction, which rises with 
it, and forms itself about it : like glass in 
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the furnace, which grows to a greater mag- 
nitude, as the breath within is more pow- 
erful, and the heat more intense." 

It is not the design of this comparison to 
decide between these two eminent writers. 
In matters of taste every reader will chuse 
for himself. Johnson is always profound, 
and of course gives the fatigue of thinking. 
Addison charms while he instructs; and 
writing, as he always does, a pure, an ele-* 
gant, and idiomatic style, he may be pro-» 
nounced the safest model for imitation. 

The essays written by Johnson in the Ad- 
venturer may be called a cdntinuation of the 
Rambler.3 The " Idler," in-order to be con- 
sistent with the assumed character, is writ- 
ten with abated vigour, in a style of ease 
and unlaboured elegance. It is the Odys- 
sey after the Iliad. Intense thinking woidd 
not become the " Idler." The first num- 
ber presents a well-drawn portrait of an 
Idler, and from that character no deviation 
could be made. Accordingly, Johnson 
forgets his austere manner, and plays us 
into sense. He still continues his lectures 
on human life, but he adverts to eonmion 
occurrences, and is often content with the 
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topic of the day. An advertisement in the 
beginning of the first volume informs us, 
that twelve entire essays were a contribu- 
tion from different hands. One of these, 
N** S3, is the Journal of a Senior FeUow at 
Cambridge, but, as Johnson, being himself 
an original thinker, always revolted from 
servile imitation, he has printed the piece 
with an apology, importing that the joxumal 
of a citizen in the Spectator almost pre- 
cluded the attempt of any subsequent wri- 
ter. This account of the Idler may be 
closed, after observing, that the author s 
mother being buiied on the 23d of January, 
1759, there is an admirable paper occa- 
sioned by that event, on Saturday the 27th 
of the same month, N" 41. The reader, if 
he pleases, may compare it with another 
fine paper in the Rambler, N*" 54, on the 
conviction that rushes on the mind at the 
bed of a dymg friend. 

** Rasselas/' says Sir John Hawkins, " i» 
a specimen of our language scarcely to be 
paraUeled; it is written in a style refined 
to a degree of immaculate purity, and dis- 
plays the whole force of turgid eloquence/' 
One cannot but smile at this encomium. 
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Rasselas is undoubtedly both elegant and 
sublime. It is a view of human life, dis- 
played, it must be owned, in gloomy co- 
lours. The author's natural melancholy, 
depressed, at the time, by the approaching 
dissolution of his mother, darkened the 
picture. A tale, that should keep curio- 
sity awake by the artifice of unexpected 
incidents, was not the design of a mind 
pregnant with better things. He, who reads 
the heads of the chapters, will find, that it 
is not a course of adventures that invites 
him forward, but a discussion of interesting 
questions; Reflections on Human Life; the 
History of Imlac, the Man of Learning ; a 
Dissertation upon Poetry; the Character 
of a wise and happy Man, who discourses 
with energy on the government of the pas- 
sions, and on a sudden, when Death de- 
prives him of his daughter, forgets all his 
maxims of wisdom and the eloquence that 
adorned them, yielding to the stroke of 
affliction with all the vehemence of the bit- 
terest anguish. It is by pictures of life, and 
profbimd moral reflection, that expectation 
is engaged and gratified throughout the 
work. The History of the Mad Astrono- 
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mer, who imagines that, for five years, he 
possessed the regulation of the weather, 
and that the sun passed from tropic to tro- 
pic by his direction, represents in striking 
colours the sad effects of a distempered 
imagination. It becomes the more affect- 
ing when we recollect that it proceeds fi-om 
one who lived in fear of the same dreadful 
vitttatioii; from one who says emphatically, 
^- Of the uncertainties in our present state, 
the most dreadful and alarming is the un- 
certain continuance of reason." The en- 
quiry into the cause of madness, and the 
dakigerous prevalence of imagination, till, 
in time, some particular train of ideas fixes 
the attention, and the mind recurs con- 
stantly to the favourite conception, is car- 
ried on in a strain of acute observation; but 
it leaves us room to think that the author 
was transcribing from his own apprehenr 
sions. The discourse on the nature of the 
soul gives us all that philosophy knows, 
not without a tincture of superstition. It 
is remarkable that the vanity of human pur- 
suits was, about the same time, the subject 
that employed both Johnson and Voltaire; 
but Candide is the work of a lively imagina- 
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tion ; and Rasselas, with all its splendour 
of eloquence, exhibits a gloomy picture. It 
should, however, be remembered, that the 
world has known the weeping as well as 
the LAUGHING philosopher. 

The Dictionary does not properly fall 
within the province of this essay. The pre- 
face, however, will be found in this edition. 
He who reads the close of it, without ac-^ 
knowledging the force of the pathetic and 
sublime, must have more insensibility in 
his composition than usually falls to the 
share of a man. The work itself, though 
in some instances abuse has been loud, and 
in others malice has endeavoured to under- 
mine its fame, still remains the Mount 
Atlas of English Literature. 

Though storms and tempests thunder on its brow. 
And oceans break their billows at its feet. 
It stands unmov'd, aad glories in its height. 

That Johnson was eminently qualified for 
the office of a commentator on Shakspeare, 
no man can doubt; but it was an office which 
he never cordially embraced. The publick 
expected more than he had diligence to 
perform; and yet his edition has been the 
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ground on which every subsequent com- 
mentator has chosen to build. One note, 
for its singularity, may be thought worthy 
of notice in this place, Hamlet says, For if 
the sun breed maggots in a dead dogy being a 
God-kissing carrion. In this Warburton 
discovered the origin of evil. Hamlet, he 
says, breaks off in the middle of the sen- 
tence ; but the learned commentator knows 
what he was going to say, and, being un- 
willing to keep the secret, he goes on in a 
train of philosophical reasoning that leaves 
the reader in astonishment. Johnson, with 
true piety, adopts the fancied hypothesis, 
declaring it to be a noble emendation, 
which almost sets the critic on a level with 
the author. The general observations at 
the end of the several plays, and the 
preface, will be found in this edition. The 
former, with great elegance and precision, 
give a summary view of each drama. The 
preface is a tract of great erudition and 
philosophical criticism. 

Johnson's political pamphlets, whatever 
was his motive for writing them, whether 
gratitude for hid pension^ or the solicita- 
tion of men in power, did not support the 
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cause for which they were undertaken. 
They are written in a style truly harmoni- 
ous, and with his usual dignity of language. 
When it is said that he advanced positions 
repugnant to the common rights of mankind, 
the virulence of party may be suspected. 
It is, perhaps, true that in the clamour 
raised throughout the kingdom Johnson 
overheated his mind ; but he was a jBriend 
to the rights of man, and he was greatly 
superior to the httleness of spirit that 
might incline him to advance what • he 
did not think and firmly believe. In the 
False Alarm, though many of the most emi- 
nent men in the kingdom concurred in pe- 
titions to the throne, yet Johnson, having 
well surveyed the mass of the people, has 
given, with great humour and no less truths 
what may be called, the birth, parentage, 
and education of a remonstrance. On the 
subject of Falkland's islands, the fine dis- 
suasive from too hastily involving the 
world in the calamities of war, must extort 
applause even £rom the party that wished, 
at that time, for scenes of tumult and com- 
motion. It was in the same pamphlet that 
Johnson ofiered battle to Junius; a writer. 
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who by the uncommon elegance of his 
style, charmed icvery reader, though his 
object was to inflame the nation in favour 
of a faction. Junius fought in the dark; 
he saw his enemy and had his full blow ; 
while he himself remained safe in obscu- 
rity. But let us not, said Johnson, mis- 
take the venpm of the shaft for the vigour 
of the bow. The keen invective which 
he pubUshed on that occasion, promised a 
paper war between two combatants; who 
knew the use of their weapons. A battle 
between them was as eagerly expected as 
between Mendoza and Big Ben. But Ju- 
nius, whatever was his reason, never re- 
turned to the field. He laid dovm his 
arms, and has, ever since, remained#as se- 
cret as the MAN IN THE MASK in Voltaire's 
History. 

The account of his journey to the He- 
brides, or Western Isles of Scotland, is a 
model foi? such as shall herea;fter relate 
their travels. The author did not visit 
that part of the world in the character of 
an Antiquary, to amuse us with wonders 
taken from the dark and fabulous ages ; 
nor as a Mathematician, to measure a de- 
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gree, and settle the longitude and latitude 
of the several islands. Those, who expect- 
ed such information, expected what was 
never intended. In every work regard the 
writers end. Johnson went to see men 
and manners, modes of life, and the pro- 
gress of civilization. His remarks are so 
artfully blended with the rapidity and ele- 
gance of his narrative, that the reader is 
inclined to wish, as Johnson did with re- 
giard to Gray, that to travel^ and to tell his 
travels, had been more of his employment. 

As to Johnson s Parliamentary Debates, 
nothing with propriety can be said in this 
place. They are collected in two volumes 
by Mr. Stockdale, and the flow of elo- 
quence which runs through the several 
speeches is sufficiently known. 

It will not be useless to mention two 
more volumes, which may form a proper 
supplement to this edition. They contain 
a set of Sermons left for publication by 
John Taylor, LL. D. The Reverend Mr* 
Hayes, who ushered these Discourses into 
the world, has not given them as the com- 
position of Dr. Taylor. All he coidd say 
for his departed friend was, that he left 
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them in silence among his papers. Mr. 
Hayes knew them to be the production of 
a superior mind ; ^ and the writer of these 
Memoirs owes it to the candour of that 
elegant scholar, that he is now warranted 
to give an additional proof of Johnson's ar- 
dour in the cause of piety, and every moral 
duty. The last discourse in the collection 
was intended to be delivered by Dr. Taylor 
at the funeral of Johnson s wife; but that 
Reverend gentleman declined the office, 
because, as he told Mr. Hayes, the praise 
of the deceased was too much amphfied. 
He, who reads the piece, will find it a 
beautifid moral lesson, written with tem- 
per, and no where overcharged with am- 
bitious ornaments. The rest of the Dis- 
courses were the fund, which Dr. Taylor, 
from time to time, carried with him to his 
pulpit. He had the largest Bull* in 
England, and some of the best Sermons. 

We come now to the Lives of the Poets, a 
work undertaken at the age of seventy, yet 
the most brilliant, and certainly the most 
popular, of all our Author's writings. For 

* See Johnson's Letters from Ashbourne, in Vol. 
XIL of this edition. 
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this performance he needed little prepara*- 
tion. Attentive always to the history of let- 
ters, and by his own natural bias fond of bio- 
graphy, he was the more willing to embrace 
the proposition of the Booksellers, He was 
versed in the whole body of EtigUsh Poetry, 
and his rules of criticism were settled with 
precision. The dissertation, in the Life of 
Cowley, on the metaphysical Poets of the 
last century, has^the attraction of novelty 
as well as sound observation- The writers 
who followed Dr. Donne, went in quest of 
something better than truth and nature. As 
Sancho says, in Don Quixote, they wanted 
better bread than is made with wheat. 
They took pains to bewilder themselves, 
and were ingenious for no other purpose 
• than to err. In Johnsons review of Cowley's 
works, false wit is detected in all its shapes^ 
and the Gothic taste for glittering conceits, 
and far-fetched allusions, is exploded, ne^ 
ver, it is hoped, to revive again. 

An author who has published his obser- 
vations on the Life and Writings of Dr. 
Johnson, speaking of the Lives of the Po- 
ets, says, " These compositions, abounding 
in strong and acute remark, and with many 
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fine and even sublime passages, have un- 
questionably great merit; but if they be 
regarded merely as containing narrations 
of the lives, delineations of the characters, 
and strictures of the several authors, they 
are far from being always to be depended 
on/' He adds, " The characters are some- 
times partial, and there is sometimes too 
MUCH MALIGNITY of misrepresentation, to 
which, perhaps, may be jbined no inconsi- 
derable portion of erroneous criticism." 
The several clauses of this censure deserve 
to be answered as fully as the Kmits of this 
essay will permit. 

In the first place, the facts are related 
upon the best intelligence, and the best 
vouchers that could be-gleaned, after a great 
lapse of time. Probability was to be inferred 
from such materials as could be procured, 
and no man better understood the nature of 
historical evidence than Dr. Johnson; no 
man was more religiously an observer of 
truth. If his History is any where defective, 
it must be imputed to the want of better 
information, and the errors of uncertain 
tradition. 

Ad nos vix tenuis farna^ prelabitur aura. 
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If the strictures on the works of the va- 
rious authors are not always satisfactory, 
and if erroneous criticism may sometimes 
be suspected, who can hope that in matters 
of taste all shall agree ? 

The instances in which the public mind 
has differed from the positions advanced 
by the author, are few in mmiber. It has 
been said, that justice has not been done 
to Swift; that Gay and Prior are under- 
valued; and that Gray has been harshly 
treated. This charge, perhaps, ought not to 
be disputed. Johnson, it is weU known, had 
conceived a prejudice against Swift. His 
friends trembled for him when he was 
writing that life, but were pleased, at last, 
to see it executed with temper and mode- 
ration. As to Prior, it is probable that he 
gave his real opinion, but an opinion that will 
not be adopted by men of lively fancy. 
With regard to Gray, when he condemns 
the apostrophe, in which Father Thames is 
desired to tell who drives the hoop, or 
tosses the baU, and then adds, that Father 
Thames had no better means of knowing 
than himself; when he compares the 
abrupt beginning of the first stanza of the 

VOL. I. N 
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bard to the ballad of " Johnny Armstrong," 
" Is there ever a man in all Scotland ;" there 
are, perhaps, few friends of Johnson, 
who wduld not wish to blot out both the 
passages. 

It may be questioned whether the re- 
marks on Pope's Essay on Man can be 
received without great caution. It has 
been already mentioned, that Crousaz, a 
professor in Switzerland, eminent for his 
Treatise of Logic, started up a professed 
enemy to that poem^ Johnson says, " his 
mind was one of those, in which philo- 

/ sophy and piety are happily united. He 
looked with distrust upon all metaphy- 
sical systems of theology, and was per- 
suaded, that the positions of Pope were 
intended to draw mankind away ifrom Re- 
velation, and to represent the whole course 
of things as a necessary concatenatioi} of 

V indissoluble fatality.*' This is not the 
plac^ for a controversy about the Leib- 
nitzian system. Warburton,, with all the 
powers of his large and comprehensive 
mind, published a Vindication of Pope ; 
and yet Johnson says, that *' in maiiy pas- 
sages a religious eye may easily dtisqover 
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expressions not very favourable to 010-* 
rals, or to liberty.'* This sentence is se- 
vere, and, perhaps, dogmatical. Crousaz 
wrote an Examen of " The Essay on Man,*' 
and afterwards a Commentary on every re- 
markable passage ; and though it now ap- 
pears that Mrs. Elizabeth Carter translated 
the foreign Critic, yet it is certain that John- 
son encouraged the work, and, perhaps, im- 
bibed those early prejudices which adhered 
to him to the end of his life. He sjbiuddered 
at the idea of irreligion. Hence we are told 
in the life of Pope, " Never were penury of 
knowledge and vulgarity of sentiment so 
happily disguised ; Pope, in the chair of wish 
dom, tells much that every man knows, and 
much that he did not know himself; and 
gives us comfort in the position, that though 
man 's a fool, yet God is TSDtse; that human 
advantages are unstable ; that our true ho- 
nour is, not to have a great part, but to aet 
it well; that virtue only is our own, and that 
happiness is always in our power. The 
reader, when he meets all this in its new 
array, no longer knows the talk of his mo- 
ther a»d his nurse." But may it not be said, 
that every system of ethics must or ot^ght 

n2 
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to terminate in plain and general maxims 
for the use of life ? and, though in such 
axioms no discovery is made, does not the 
beauty of the moral theory consist in the 
premises, and the chain of reasoning that 
leads to the conclusion ? May not truth, 
as Johnson himself says, be conveyed to 
the mind by a new train of intermediate 
images ? Pope's doctrine about the ruling 
passion does not seem to be refuted, though 
it is called, in harsh terms, pernicious as 
well as false, tending to establish a kind of 
moral predestination, or over-ruling prin- 
ciple, which cannot be resisted. But John- 
son was too easily alarmed in the cause of 
religion. Organized as the human race is, 
individuals have different inlets of percep- 
tion, different powers of mind, and different 
sensations of pleasure and pain. 

All spread their charms, but charm not all alike. 
On different senses different objects strike : 
Hence different passions more or less inflame. 
As strong or weak the organs of the frame. 
And hence one master-passion in the breast. 
Like Aaron's serpent, swallows up the rest. 

Brumoy says, Pascal from his infancy felt 
himself a geometrician ; and Vandyke, in 
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like manner, was a painter. Shakspeare, who 
of all poets had the deepeist insight into hu- 
man nature, was aware of a prevailing bias 
in the operations of every mind. By him . 
we are told, " Master less passion sways us to 
the mood of what it likes or loaths.*' 

It remains to enquire, whether in the 
hves before us the characters are partial, 
and too often drawn with malignity of mis- 
representation. To prove this it is alleged, 
that Johnson has misrepresented the cir- 
cumstances relative to the translation of 
the first Iliad, and maliciously ascribed that 
performance to Addison instead of Tickell, 
with too much reliance on the testimony of 
Pope, taken from the account in the pa- 
pers left by Mr. Spence. For a reftitation 
of the fallacy imputed to Addison, we are 
referred to a note in the " Biographia Bri- 
tannica, written by the late Judge Black- 
stone, who, it is said, examined the whole 
matter with accuracy, and found that the 
first regular statement of the accusation 
against Addison was published by Ruff- 
head, in his Life of Pope, from the materials 
which he received from Dr. Warburtoft. 
But, with all due deference to the learned 
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Judge, whose talents deserve all praise, 
this account is by no means accurate. 

Sir Richard Steele, in a dedication of the 
Comedy of the Drummer to Mr. Congreve, 
gave the first insight into that business. He 
says, in a stile of anger and resentment, 
*' If that gentleman (Mr. Tickell) thinks 
himself injured, I will allow I have 
wronged him upon this issue, that (if the 
reputed translator of the first book of Ho- 
nker shall please to give us another book) 
tliiere shall appear another good judge in 
poetry, besides Mr. Alexander Pope, who 
shall like it." The authority of Steele 
outweighs all opinions founded on vain 
conjecture, and, indeed, seems to be de- 
cisive, since we do not find that Tickell, 
though warmly pressed, thought proper to 
vindicate himself 

But the grand proof of Johnson s malig- 
mty is the manner in which he has treated 
the character and conduct of Milton. To 
enforce this charge has wearied sophistry, 
md exhausted the invention of a party. 
What they cannot deny, they palliate; what 
tt^y cannot prove, they say is probable. 
But why all this rage against Dr. John- 
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son? Addison, before him, had said of 
Milton : 

Oh! had the Poet ne'er prophan'd his pen, 
To varnish o'er the guilt of faithless men ! 

And had not Johnson an equal right to 
avow his sentiments ! Do his enemies claim 
a privilege to abuse whatever is valuable 
to Englishmen, either in Church or State ? 
and must the liberty of unlicensed print- 
ing be denied to the friends of the British 
constitution ? 

It is unnecessary to pursue the argument 
through all its artifices, since, dismantled of 
ornament and seducing language, the plain 
truth may be stated in a narrow compass. 
Johnson knew that Milton was a repubUcan: 
he says, " an acrimonious and surly repub- 
lican, for which it is not known that he gave 
any better reason, than that a popular go- 
vernment was the most frugal ; for, the 
trappings of k monarchy would set up an 
ordinary commonwealth." Johnson knew 
that Milton talked aloud " of the danger of 
'* re-admitting Kingship in this nation;*' 
and . when Milton adds, " that a common- 
wealth wasT coinmended,.or rather eryoined, 
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by our Saviour himself, to all Christians, 
not without a remarkable disallowance, and 
the brand of GentiUsm upon Kingship,'' 
Johnson thought him no better than a 
wild enthusiast. He knew as well as Mil- 
ton, " that the happiness of a nation must 
needs be firmest and certainest in a full 
and free council* of their own electing, 
where no single person, but reason only, 
sways ;'*^ but the example of all the re- 
publics, recorded in the annals of man- 
kind, gave him no room to hope that 
Reason only would be heard. He knew 
that the republican form of government, 
having little or no complication, and no 
consonance of parts by a nice mechanism 
forming a regular whole, was too simple 
to be beautiful even in theory. In prac- 
tice it, perhaps, never existed. In its 
inost flourishing state, at Athens, Rome, 
and Carthage, it was a constant scene 
of tumult and commotion. From the 
mischiefs of a wild democracy, the pro- 
gress has ever been to the dominion 
of an aristocracy ; and the word aristo- 
cracTf fatally includes the boldest and 
most turbulent citizens, who rise by their 
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crimes, and call themselves the best men in 
the staie. By intrigue, by cabal, and faction, 
a pernicious oligarchy is sure to succeed, 
and end at last in the tyranny of a single 
ruler. Tacitus, the great master of politi- 
cal wisdom, saw, under the mixed autho^ 
rity of king, nobles, and people, a better 
form of government than Milton s boasted 
republic; and what Tacitus admired in 
theory, but despaired of enjoying, John* 
son saw established in this country. He 
knew that it had been overturned by the 
rage of jfrantic men; but he knew that, 
after the iron rod of Cromwell's usurpa- 
tion, the constitution was once more re- 
stored to its first principles. Monarchy was 
established, and this country was regene- 
rated. It was regenerated a second time 
at the Revolution : the rights of men were 
then defined, and the blessings of good 
order and civil liberty have been ever siiice 
diffiised through the whole community. 

The peace and happiness of society 
were what Dr. Johnson had at heart. He 
knew that Milton caUed his defence of the 
Regicides a defence of the people of Eng- 
land ; but, however glossed and varnished. 
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he thought it an apology for murder. Had 
the men, who, under a shew of Uberty, 
brought their king to the scaffold, proved 
by their subsequent conduct, that the 
public good inspired their actions, the end 
might have given some sanction to the 
mjeans ; but usurpation and slavery follow- 
ed. Milton undertook the office of secre- 
tary under the despotic power of Crom- 
well, offering the incense of adulation to 
his master, with the titles of Director of 
public Councils^ the Leader of unconquered 
Armies^ the Father of his Country. Milton 
declared, at the same time, that nothing is 
more pleasing to God^ of more agreeable to 
reason^ than that the. highest mind should 
have the sovereign power. In this sti'ain of 
servile flattery Milton gives us the right 
divine of tyrants. But it seeing, in the same 
piece, he exhorts. Cromwell " not to desert 
those great principles of liberty which he 
had pj'ofessed to espouse ; for, it would be 
a grievous enormity, if, after having suc- 
cessfully opposed tyranny, he should him- 
self act the part df a tyrant, and betray the 
cause that he had defended." This deser- 
tion of every honest principle the advo- 
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cate for liberty lived to see. Cromwell 
acted the tyrant; and, with vile hypocrisy, 
told the people, that he had consulted 
the Lord, and the Lord would have it so. 
Milton took an under part in the tragedy. 
Did that become the defender of the people 
of England ? Brutus saw his country en- 
slaved; he struck the blow for freedom, 
and he died with honour in the cause. Had 
he lived to be secretary under Tiberius, 
what would now be said of his memory ? 

But. still, it seems, the prostitution with 
which Milton is charged, since it cannot 
be defended, is to be retorted on the cha*< 
racter of Johnson. For this purpose a book 
has been published, called Remarks on Dr. 
Johnson's Life of Milton ; to which are add^ 
ed Milton- sTractate of Education^ andAreo- 
pagitica. In this laboured tract we are 
told, " There is one performance ascribed 
to the pen of the Doctor, where the pros- 
titution is of so singular a nature, that it 
would be difficult to select an adequate 
motive for it out of the moimtainous heap 
of conjectural causes of human passions or 
human caprice. It is the speech of the 
late unhappy Dr. William Dodd, when he 
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was about to hear the sentence of the law 
pronounced upon him, in consequence of 
an indictment for forgery. The voice of 
the publick has given the honour of manu- 
facturing this speech to Dr. Johnson ; and 
the style and configuration of the speech 
itself confirm the imputation. But it is 
hardly possible to divine what could be 
his motive for accepting the oflSce. A man, 
to express the precise state of mind of ano- 
ther, about to be destined to an ignomini- 
ous death for a capital crime, should, one 
would imagine, hq,ve some consciousness, 
that he himself had incurred some guilt of 
the same kind." In all the schools of so- 
phistry is there to be found so vile an ar- 
gument ? In the purlieus of Grub-street 
is there such another mouthful of dirt ? in 
the whole quiver of Malice is there so en- 
venomed a shaft ? 

After this it is to be hoped, that a cer- 
tain class of men will talk no more of John- 
son's malignity. The last apology for Mil- 
ton is, that he acted according to his prin- 
ciples. But Johnson thought those prin- 
ciples detestable; pernicious to the consti- 
tution in Church and State, destructive of 
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the peace of society, and hostile to the 
great fabric of civil policy, which the wis- 
dom of ages has taught every Briton to re- 
vere, to love, and cherish. He reckoned 
Milton in that class of men, whom the Ro- 
man historian says, when they want, by a 
sudden convulsion to overturn the govern- 
ment, they roar arid clamour for liberty; 
if they succeed, they destroy liberty itself. 
Ut imperium evertant^ Libertatem prcefe- 
runt; si perverterintj libertatem ipsam aggre- 
dientur. Such were the sentiments of Dr. 
Johnson; and it may be asked, in the 
language of Bolingbroke, "Are these sentir 
ments, which any man, who is bom a Bri- 
ton, in any circumstances, in any situa- 
tion, ought to be ashamed or afraid to 
avow?" Johnson has done ample justice 
to Milton's poetry : the Criticism on Pa- 
radise Lost is a sublime composition. Had 
he thought the author as good and pious 
a citizen as Dr. Watts, he would have 
been ready, notvrithstanding his non-con- 
formity, to do equal honour to the me- 
mory of the man. 

It is now time to close this Essay, 
which the author fears has been drawn too 
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much into length. In the progress of the 
work, feeble as it may be, he thought him- 
self performing the last human office to 
the memory of a friend, whom he loved, 
esteemed, and honoured. 

His saltern accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
Munere. 

The author of these Memoirs has been 
anxious to give the features of the man, and 
the true character of the author. He has 
not suffered the hand of partiality to colour 
his excellences with too much warmth ; nor 
has he endeavoured to throw his singulari- 
ties Itoo much into the shade. Dr. John- 
son's failings may well be forgiven for the 
sake of his virtues. His defects were spots 
in the sun. His piety, his kind affections, 
and the goodness of his heart, present an 
example worthy of imitation. His works 
still remain a monument of genius and of 
learning. Had he written nothing but 
what is contained in this'e^ion, the quan- 
tity shews a life spent in study and me- 
ditation. If to this we added the labour 
of his Dictionary, and other v^ious pro- 
ductions, it may be fairly allowed, as he 
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used to say of himself, that he has "written 
his share. In the volumes here presented 
to the PubHck, the reader will find a perpe- 
tual source of pleasure and instruction. 
With due precautions, authors may learn 
to grace their style with elegance, har- 
mony, and precision ; they may be taught 
to think with vigour and perspicuity ; and 
to crown the whole, by a diUgent attention 
to these books all may advance in virtue. 
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In 1795, a Statue in honour of Dr. John- 
son was erected in St. Paul's Cathedral, by 
a public subscription. It represents the 
Philosopher in the attitude of profound 
thought, conveying at the same time as 
much of the peculiar character of this great 
writer, as can be exhibited in a single 
statue. The inscription on the pedestal 
is by Dr. Parr. 

A. ±. Q. 
SAMUELI. JOHNSON 

GRAMMATICO . £T .CRITICO 

SCRIPTORUM . ANOLICORUM . LITTERATE . PERITO 

POETAE . LUMINIBUS . SENTENTIARUM 

ET . PONDERIBUS . VERBORUM . ADMIRABILI 

MA6ISTR0 . VIRTUTIS . GRAYISSIMO 

HOMINI . OPTIMO . ET . SIN6ULARIS . EXEMPLI 

QUI . VIXIT . ANN . LXXV . MENS . ll . DIEB . XIIlI 

DECESSIT . IDIB . DECEMBR . ANN . CHRIST . cIo.IoCC.LXXXIIlI 

SEPULT • IN • AED . SANCT . PETR. WESTMONASTERIENS. 

XIIlI . KAL . JANUAR . ANN . CHRIST . cIo.IocCLXXXY 

AMICI . ET . SODALES . LITTERARII 

• PECUNIA . CONLATA 

H . M . FACIVND . CURAVER. 

On one side of the monument ; 

FACIEBAT JOHANNES BACON SCULPTOR ANN. CHRIST. 

MDCCLXXXXV. - 
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*^^ The various readings of the first Edition are pointed out 
at the bottom of the page ; and a Note transcribed from Dr. 
Johnson's own MS. is inserted, to shew with what candour he 
was ready to acknowledge his own defects. 



Sir John Hawkins says, that by Thales (line 2, &c.) we are 
to understand Savage. Mr. Boswell asserts that this is entirely 
groundless, and adds, " I have been assured that Dr. Johnson 
said, he was not so much as acquainted with Savage when he 
wrote his London." This, added to the circumstance of the 
date (for Savage did not set out for Wales till July 1739), might 
■be decisive, if, unfortunately for Mr. Boswell, he had not a few 
pages after, given us some highly complimentary lines which 
" he was assured were written by Dr. Johnson," Ad Ricardvm 
Savage f in April 1738, about a month before London was 
published. This surely implies previous acquaintance with 
Savage, for Dr. Johnson would not have praised a stranger in 
such terms ; and gives a very strong probability to Sir John 
Hawkins's conjecture. That Savage did not set out for Wales 
until the following year, is a matter of little consequence, as the 
intention of-such a journey would justify the lines alluding to it. 
SeeBoaweU's Life of Johnson, vol. i, p. 100 and p. 139, 8vo. 
edit. 1804. C. 



LONDON; A POEM: 

IN. IMITATION OF THE 

THIRD SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 

WRITTEN IN 1738. 



* — S"i8 ineptffi 

Tarn patiens urbis, tam ferreus uf*teneat se ? Juv. 

^Though grief and fondness in my breast rebel, 
When injur'd Thales bids the town farewell, 
Yet still my calmer thoughts his choice commend, 
I praise the hermit, but regret the friend, 
Resolv'd at length, from vice and London far 
To breathe in distant fields a purer air. 
And, fix'd on Cambria^ solitary shore, 
Give to St, David one true Briton more. 

^ For who would leave, unbrib'd, Hibernians land, 
Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Strand ? 
There none are swept by sudden fate away. 
But all, whom hunger spares, with age decay : 

JUV. Sat. III. 

1 Quamvis digressu veteiis coniiisus amici ; 
Laudo, tamen, vacuis qudd sedem figere Cumis 
Destinet, atque unum civem donare Sibyllae. 

* — Ego vel Prochytam praepono Suburae. 
Nam quid tam miserum, tam solum vidimus, ut non 
Dcterius crcdas horrere inccndia, lapsus 
Tectorum assiduos, & mille pcricula sscvac 
Urbis, & Augusto recitantes mense poetas .^ 

O 2 
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Here malice, rapine, accident, conspire. 
And now a rabble rages, now a fire ; 
Their ambush here relentless ruffians lay. 
And here the fell attorney prowls for prey ; 
Here falling houses thunder on your head, 
And here a female Atheist talks you dead. 

• ^ While Thales waits the wherry that contains 
Of dissipated wealth the small remains. 
On Thames's banks, in silent thought we stood 
Where Greenwich smiles u]pon the silver flood ; 
Struck with the seat that gave Eliza* birth. 
We kneel, and kiss the consecrated earth ; 
In pleasing dreams the blissful age renew. 
And call Britannia's glories back to view ; 
Behold her cross triumphant on the jnain. 
The guard of commerce, and the dread of Spain, 
Ere masquerades debauch'd,' excise oppress'd. 
Or English honour grew a standing jest. 

A transient calm the happy scenes bestow. 
And for a moment lull the sense of woe. 
At length awaking, with contemptuous frown. 
Indignant Thales eyes the neighb'ring town. 

* Since worth, he cries, in these degenerate days 
Wants even the cheap reward of empty praise ; 



^ Sed, dum tola domus rhedd conponitur und, 
Substitit ad veteres arcus. — 

* Hie tunc Umbritius : Quando artibus, inquit, honestis 
Nullus in urbe locus, nulla emolumenta laborum, 
Res hodie minor est, heri quam fuit, atque eadem eras 
Deteret exiguis aliquid : proponimus illuc 
Ire, fatigatas ubi Daedalus exuit alas ; ^ . 

Dum nova canities. 

* Queen Elizabeth, born at Greenwich. 
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In those curs'd walls, devote to vice and gain. 
Since unrewarded science toils in vain ; 
Since hope but sooths to double my distress. 
And every moment leaves my little less ; 
While yet my steady steps no^ staff sustains. 
And life still vig'rous revels in my veins ; 
Grant me, kind Heaven, to find some happier place. 
Where honesty and sense are no disgrace ; 
Some pleasing bank where verdant osiers play. 
Some peaceful vale with Nature's paintings gay ; 
Where once the harassed Briton found repose. 
And safe in poverty defied his foes ; 
Some secret cell, ye Pow rs, indulgent give, 

^'Let live here, for has leam'd to live. 

Here let those reign, whom pensions can incite 
To vote a patriot black, a courtier white ; 
Explain their country's dear-bought rights away. 
And plead for * pirates in the face of day ; 
With slavish tenets taint our poison'd youth. 
And lend a lie the confidence of truth. 

^ Let such raise palaces, and manors buy, 
Collect a tax, or farm a lottery ; 
With warbling eunuchs fill a flicens'd * stage. 
And lull to servitude a thoughtless age. 

* et pedibus me 

Porto meis, nullo dextram subeunte bacillo. 

6 Cedamus patri^ : vivant Arturius istic 

Et Catulus : maneant qui nigra in Candida vertunt. 

7 Queis facile est sedem conducere, flumina, portus, 

Siccandam eluviem, portandum ad busta cadaver. 

Munera nunc edunt. 

* The invasions of the Spaniards were defended in the houses 
of parliament. t The Licensing act was then lately made. 

» Our silenc'd. 
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Heroes, proceed ! what bounds your pride shall hold. 
What check restrain your thirst of pow'r and gold? 
Behold rebellious virtue quite o erthfown, 
Behold our fame, our wealth, our lives, your own. 

To such the plunder of a land is giv n, 
When publick crimes inflame the wrath of Heaven : 
"But what, my friend, what hope remains for me, 
Who start at theft, and blush at perjury ? 
Who scarce forbear, though Britain's court he sing, 
To pluck a titled poet's borrow'd wing ; 
A statesman's logick unconvinced can hear, 
And dare to slumbe?: o'er the * Gazetteer ; 
Despise a fool in half his pension dress'd. 
And strive in vain to laugh at Clodio's jest.^ 

^Others with softer smiles, and subtler art, 
Can sap the principles, or taint the heart ; 
With more address a lover's note convey, 
Or bribe a virgin's innocence away. 
Well may they rise, while I, whose rustick tongue 
Ne'er knew to puzzle right, or varnish wrong, 
Spum'd as a beggar, dreaded as a spy. 
Live unregarded, unlamented die. 

^°For what but social guilt the friend endears ? 
Who shares Orgilio's crimes, his fortune shares. 

^ Quid Romae faciam ? Mentiri nescio : librum, 
Si malus est, nequeo laudare & poscere. — 

9 Ferre ad nuptam, quae mittit adulter, 

Quae mandat, norint alii ; me nemo ministro 
Fur erit : atque ideo nulli comes exeo. 

^° Quis nunc diligitur nisi conscius ?• 

Carus erit Verri, qui Verrem tempore, quo vult, 
Accusare potest. 

• The paper which at that time contained apologies for the 
Court. *» H y*s jest. 
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"But thou, should tempting villainy present 
All Marlb'rough hoarded, or all Villiers spent. 
Turn from the glitt'ring bribe thy scornful eye. 
Nor sell for gold, what gold could never buy. 
The peaceful slumber, self-approving day, 
Unsullied fame, and conscience ever gay. 

^^The cheated nation's happy fav'rites, see ! 
Mark whom the great caress, who frown on me ! 
London ! the needy villain's gen'ral home. 
The common-sewer of Paris and of Rome ; 
With eager thirst, by folly or by fate, 
Sucks in the dregs of each corrupted state. 
Forgive ray transports on a theme like this, 
I cannot bear a French metropolis. 

Illustrious Edward ! from the realms of day. 
The land of heroes and of saints survey ; 
Nor hope the British lineaments to trace. 
The rustick grandeur, or the surly grace; 
But, lost in thoughtless ease and empty show. 
Behold the warrior dwindled to a beau ; 
Sense, freedom, piety, refin'd away. 
Of France the mimick, and of Spain the prey. 
All that at home no more can beg or steal. 
Or like a gibbet better than a wheel ; 
Hiss'd from the stage, or hooted from the court, 
Their air, their dress, their politicks, import; 

^^ Tanti tibi non sit opaci 

Omnis arena Tagi, quodque in mare volvitur aurum, 
Ut somno careas. * 

'^ Quae nunc divitibus gens acceptissima nostris, 
Et quos praecipue fugiam, properabo fateri. 

»3 j^on possum ferre, Quirites, 

Graecam urbem. 

^* Rusticus ille tuus sumit trechedipna, Quirine, 
Et ceromatico fert niceteria coUo. 
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^^Obsequious, artful, voluble, and gay, 

On Britain's fond credulity they prey. 

No gainfiil trade their indulstry can 'scape, 

^^ They sing, they dance, clean shoes, or cure a clap 

All sciences a fasting Monsieur knows. 

And, bid him go to hell, to hell he goes. 

^^ Ah ! what avails it, that, from slavery far, 
I drew the breath of life in English air ; 
Was early taught a Briton's right to prize. 
And lisp the tale of Henry's victories ; 
If the gull'd coaqueror receives the chain. 
And flattery prevails when arms are vain ?*" 

^® Studious to please, and ready to submit. 
The supple Gaul was bom a parasite : 
Still to his int'rest true, where'er he goes. 
Wit, brav'ry, worth, his lavish tongue bestows ; 
In ev'ry face a thousand graces shine. 
From ev'ry tongue flows harmony divine. 
*^ These arts in vain our rugged natives try. 
Strain out with fault'ring diffidence a lie. 
And get a kick ** for awkward flattery. 

Besides, with justice, this discerning age 
Admires their wond'rous talents for the stage : 

• 

^ Ingenium velox, audacia perdita, sermo 
Promptus.- 

16 Augur, schomobates, medicus, magus : omnia novit 
Grseculus esuriens ; in coelum, jusseris, ibit. 

'^ Usque adeo nihil est, quod nostra infantia coelum 
Hausit Aventini ? 

^^ Quid ? quod adulandi gens prudentissima, laudat 
Sermonem indocti, faciem deformis amici ? 

^9 Hsec eadem licet & nobis laudare : sed illis 
Creditur. 

c And what their armies lost, their cringes gain* 

* And gain a kick. 
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^ Well may they venture on the mimick's art. 
Who play from mom to night a borrow'd part ; 
Practised their master's notions to embrace, 
Repeat his maxims, and reflect his face ; 
With ev'ry wild absurdity comply, • 

And view each object with another's eye ; 
To shake with laughter ere the jest they hear. 
To pour at will the counterfeited tear ; 
And, as their patron hints the cold or heat. 
To shake in dog-days, in December sweat. 

** How, when competitors like these contend. 
Can surely virtue hope to fix a friend? 
Slaves that with serious impudence beguile. 
And lie without a blush, without a smile ; 
Exalt each trifle, ev'ry vice adore. 
Your taste in snuff, your judgment in a whore ; 
Can fialbo's eloquence applaud, and swear 
He gropes his breeches with a Monarch's air. 

For arts like these preferr'd, admir'd^ caressed. 
They first invade your table, then your breast ; 
^Explore your secrets with insidious art. 
Watch the weak hour, and ransack ajl the heart ; 
Then soon your ill-placed confidence repay. 
Commence your lords, and govern or betray^^— 

'^^ By numbers here from shame or censure free. 
All crimes are safe but hated poverty. 

** Natio comoeda est. Rides? majore cachinno 
Concutitur, &c. 

'* Non sumus ergo pares : melior, qui semper & omni 
Nocte dieque potest alienum sumere vultum : 
A facie jaCtare manus : laudare paratus, 
Si bene ructavit, si rectum minxit amicus. 

** Scire volunt secreta domiis, atque inde timeri. 

^ Mater iam praebet causasque jocorum 

Omnibus hie idem ? si foeda & scissa lacerna, &c. 
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This, only this, the rigid law pursues. 

This, only this, provokes the snarling Muse. 

The sober trader at a tatter'd cloak 

Wakes from his dream, and labours for a joke ; 

With brisker air the silken courtiers gaze, 

And turn the varied taunt a thousand ways. 

®*Of all the griefs that harass the distressd. 

Sure the most bitter is a scornful jest ; 

Fate never wounds more deep the gen reus heart, 

Than when a blockhead's insult points the dart. 

^ Has Heaven reserv'd, in pity to the poor. 
No pathless waste, or undiscovered shore ? 
No secret island in the boundless main ? 
No peaceful desert yet unclaimed by Spain* ? 
Quick let us rise, the happy seats explore. 
And bear Oppression's insolence no more. 
This mournful truth is ev'ry where confess'd, • 
^Slow rises worth, by poverty depress'd: 
But here more slow, where all are slaves to gold. 
Where looks are merchandise, and smiles are sold : 
Where won by bribes, by flatteries implor'd. 
The groom retails the favours of his lord. 

** Nil habet infelix paupertas durius in se, 
Quam quod ridiculos homines facit. 

^ Agmine facto, 

Debuerant olim tenues migrasse Quirites. 

^ Haud facile emergunt, quorum virtutibus obstat 
Res angusta domi ; sed Romae durior illis 
Conatus. 



Omnia Rom» 



Cum pretio. 

Cogimur, & cultis augere peculia servis. 



* The Spaniards at tliis time were said to make claim to some 
■)ur American provinces. 
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But hark ! tli' aflfrighted crowd's iumultuous cries 
Roll through the streets, and thunder to the skies: 
Raised from some pleasing dream of wealth And pow'r. 
Some pompous palace, or some blissM bow'r. 
Aghast you start, and scarce with aching sight 
Sustain th' approaching fire'^ tremendous light ^ 
Swift from pursuing horrors take your way, 
And leave your little all to flames a prey; 
"^ Then through the world a wretched vagrant roam. 
For where can starving merit find a home ? 
In vain your mournful narrative disclose. 
While all neglect, and most insult yorir woes. 
'"^^ Should Heav'n's just bolts Orgilio's wealth confound, 
*And spread his flaming palace on the ground. 
Swift er the land the dismal rumour flies, 
And public mournings pacify the skies ; 
The laureat tribe in venal verse relate. 
How virtue wars with persecuting fate ; 
^ With well-feign'd gratitude the pension'd band 
Refund the plunder of the beggar'd land. 
See ! while he builds, the gaudy vassals come. 
And crowd with sudden wealth the rising dome ; 
The price of boroughs and of souls restore ; 
And raise his treasures higher than before : 

^ Ultimus autem . 

i^rumnse cumulus, quod nudum & frustra rogantem 
Nemo cibo, nemo hospitio, tcctoque juvabit. 

** Si magna Asturici cecidit domus, horrida mater, 
Pullati proceres. 

^ Jam accurrit, qui marmora donet, 

Conferat impensas : hie, &c. 
Hie modium argenti. 

* This was by Hitch, a bookseller, justly observed to be no 
picture of modern manners, though it might be true at Rome. 
MS. note in Dr. Johnson's hand- writing. 
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Now bless'd with all the baubles of the great. 
The polished marble and the shining plate, 
^^Orgilio s«es the golden pile aspire, 
And hopes from angry Heav'n another fire. 

^^Could'st thou resign the park and play content. 
For the fair banks of Severn or of Trent ; 
There might'st thou find some elegant retreat. 
Some hireling senator's deserted seat ; 
And stretch thy prospects o*er the smiling land. 
For less than rent the dungeons of the Strand ; 
There prune thy walks, support thy drooping flowers. 
Direct thy rivblets, and twine thy bowers ; 
*And, while thy grounds a cheap repast afford. 
Despise the dainties of a venal lord : 
There ev'ry bush with Nature's musick rings. 
There ev*ry breeze bears health upon its wings ; 
On all thy hours security shall smile, 
And bless thine evening walk and morning toil. 
^Prepare for death if here at night you roam. 
And sign your will before you sup from home. 
** Some fiery fop, with new commission vain. 
Who sleeps on brambles till he kills his man ; 

** Meliora, ac plura reponit 

Persicus orborum lautissimus. 

'* Si potes avelli Circensibus, optima Soras, 
Aut Fabrateriae domus, aut Frusinone paratur, 
Quanti nunc tenebras unum conducis in annum. 

Hortulns hie. 

Vive bidentis amans, & culti villicus horti, 
Unde epulum possis centum dare Pythagpraeis. 

^ Possis ignavus haberi, 

Et subiti casus improvidus, ad coenam si 
Inteatatus eas. 

M Ebrius, ac petulans, qui nullum forte cecidit, 
Dtit |)Qonas, noctem patitur lugentis amicum 

Poleidtie. — 

" And, while thy beds. 
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Some frolick drunkard, reeling from a feast. 
Provokes a broil, and stabs you for a jest. 
^*Yet ev'n these heroes, mischievously gay. 
Lords of the street, and terrors of the way ; 
Flush'd as they are with folly, youth, and wine. 
Their prudent insults to the poor confine ; 
Afer they mark the flambeau s bright approach^ 
And shun the shining train, and golden coach. 

^ In vain, these dangers past, your doors you close, 
And hope the balmy blessings of repose ; 
Cruel with guilt, and daring with despair, 
The midnight murd'rer bursts the faithless bar ; 
Invades the sacred hour of silent rest, 
^And leaves, unseen, a dagger in your breast. 

^ Scarce can our fields, such crowds at Tyburn die. 
With hemp the gallows and the fleet supply. 
Propose your schemes, ye senatorian band. 
Whose ways and means* support the sinking land : 
Lest ropes be wantipg in the tempting spring, 
To rig another convoy for the king.f 

** Sed, quamvis improbus annis, 

Atque mero fervens, cavet hunc, quern coccina laena 
Vitari jubet, & comitum longissimus ordo, 
Multum prseterea flammarum, atque senea lampas. 

^ Nee tamen hoc tantum metuas : nam qui spoliet te 
Non deerit ; clausis domibus, &c. 

^ Maximus in vinclis ferri modus ; ut timeas, ne 
Vomer deficiat, ne marrae & sarcula desint. 

* A cant term in the House of Commons for methods of raising 
money. 

t The nation was discontent^ji at the visits made by the King 
to Hanover. 

^ And plants unseen. 
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^ A single gaol, in Alfred's gclden reign, 
Could half the nation's criminals contain ; 
Fair justice^ then, without constraint ador'd, 
Held high the steady scale, but sheath'd the sword ; ^ 
No spies were paid, no special juries known, 
Blest age ! but, ah ! how diff 'rent from our own ! 

*Mu€h could I add, — but see the boat at hand, 
The tide retiring calls me from the land : 
* Farewell! — ^When youth, and health, and fortune 

spent. 
Thou fly*st for refuge to the Wilds of Kent ; 
And, tir'd like me with follies and with crimes. 
In angry numbers wam'st succeeding times ; 
Then shall thy friend, nor thou refuse his aid, 
Still foe to vice, forsake his Cambrian shade ; 
In virtue's cause once more exert his rage. 
Thy satire point, and animate thy page. 

^ Felices proavorum atavos, felicia dicas 
Secula, quae quondam sub regibus atque tribunis 
Viderunt uno contentara carcere Romam. 

^ His alias poteram, & pluries subnectere causas : 
Sed jumenta vocant.- 

» Ergo vale nostri memor : & quoties te 

Rbma tuo refici properantem reddet Aquino, 
Me quoque ad Elvinam Cererem, vestramque Dianam 
Convelle h Cumis : satirarum ego, ni pudet illas, 
Adjutor gelidos veniam caligatus in agros. 

^ Sustained the balance, but resigned the sword. 



THE 

VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES, 



IN IMITATION OP THE 



TENTH SATIRE OF JUVENAL. 



Let *Observation with extensive view 
Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager strife. 
And watch the busy scenes of orawded life ; 
Then say how hope and fear, desire and hate, 
O'erspread with snares the clouded maze of fate. 
Where wav'ring man, betrayed by venturous pride 
To chase the dreary paths without a guide. 
As treach'rous phantoms in the mist delude. 
Shuns fancied ills, or chases airy good ; 
How rarely reason guides the stubborn choice, 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the suppliant voice. 
How Nations sink, by darling schemes oppressed. 
When vengeance listens to the fool's request. 
Fate wings with ev'ry wish th' aiHictive dnxt^ 
Each gift of nature and each grace of art ; 
With fatal heat impetuous courage glows. 
With fatal sweetness elocution flows. 
Impeachment stops the speaker's pow rful breath. 
And restless iire precipitates on death. 

* Ver. 1—11. 
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* But, sctirce observ'd, the knowing and the bold 
Fall in the gen'ral massacre of gold ; 
Wide wasting pest \ that rages unconfin'd. 
And crowds with crimes the records of mankind ; 
For gold his sword the hireling ruf&an draws. 
For gold the hireling judge distorts the laws ; 
Wealth heap'd on wealth, nor truth nor safety buys, 
The dangers gather as the treasures rise. 

Lict Hist'ry tell where rival kings command, 
And dubious title shakes the madded land. 
When statutes glean tHe refuse of the sword. 
How much more safe the vassal than the lord ; 
Low sculks the hind beneath the rage of power. 
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the Tower ^, 
Untouch'd his cottage, and his slumbers sound. 
Though Confiscation's vultures hover round ^ 

The needy traveller, serene and gay. 
Walks the wild heath, and sings his toil away. 
Does envy seize thee ? crush th' upbraiding joy, 
Increase his riches, and his peace destroy, 
'Now fears in dire vicissitude invade. 
The rustling brake alarms, and quiv 'ring shade. 
Nor light nor darkness bring his pain relief. 
One shews the plunder, and one hides the thief. 

f Yet still one gen'ral cry ^ the skies assails. 
And gain and grandeur load the tainted gales : 

* Ver. 12—22. t Ver. 23—37. 



* In the first edition "the bonni/ traitor!" an evident allusion 
to the* Scotch Lords who-eufTered for the rebellion in 1745. 

** Clang around. * New fears. 

^ Yet still the general cry. 
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Few know the toiling statesman's fear or care, 

Th' insidious rival and the gaping heir. . 

*Once more, Democritus, arise on earth, -^ ^a^ ' 

With cheerful wisdom and instructive mirth. 

See motley life in modem trappings dress'd. 

And feed with varied fools th' eternal jest : 

Thou who could'st laugh where want enchain'd 

caprice. 
Toil crush'd conceit, and man was of a piece ; 
Where wealth unlov'd without a mourner died ; 
And scarce a sycophant was fed by pride ; 
Where ne'er was known the form of mock debate, 
Or seen a new-made mayor's Unwieldy state ; 
Where change of fav'rites made no change of laws, 
And senates heard before they judg'd a cause ; 
How would'st thou shake at Britain's modish tribe, 
Dart the quick taunt, and edge the piercing gibe ? 
Attentive truth and nature to descry. 
And pierce each scene with philosophic eye, 
To thee were solemn toys, or empty show. 
The robes of pleasure and the veils of woe : 
All aid the farce, and all thy mirth maintain. 
Whose joys are causeless, or whose griefs are vain. 

Such was the scorn that fiU'd the sage's mind, 
Renew'd at ev'ry glance on human kind ; 
How just that scorn ere yet thy voice declare. 
Search ev'ry state, and canvass ev'ry pray*r. 

t Unnumber'd suppliants crowd Preferment's gate^ 
Athirst for wealth, and burning to be great ; 
Delusive Fortune hears th' incessant call, 
They mount, they shine, evaporate, and fall. 

* Ver. 28—55. t Ver. 56—107. 

VOL. I. . P 
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On ev'ry stage the foes of peace attend. 
Hate dogs their flight, and insult moeks their end. 
Love ends with hope, the sinking statesman's door 
Pours in the morning worshipper no more ; 
For growing names the weekly scribbler lies. 
To growing wealth the dedicator flies ; 
Prom ev'ry room descends the painted face. 
That hung the bright palladium of the place ; 
And, smoak'd in kitchens, or in auctions sold. 
To better features yields the frame of gold ; 
For now no more we trace in ev'ry line* 
Heroic worth, benevolence divine : 
The form distorted justifies the fall. 
And detestation rids th' indignant wall. 

But wiU not Britain hear the last appeal, 
Sigii her foes' doom, or guard her fav'rites' zeal ? 
Thro' Freedom's sons no more remonstrance rings, 
Degrading nobles and controuling kings; 
Our supplie tribes repress their patriot throats. 
And ask no questions but the price of votes ; 
With weekly libels and septennial ale,! 
Their wish is full to riot and to rail. 

Tu full-blown dignity, see Wolsgy stand. 
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand; 
To him the church, the realm, their pOw'rs consign. 
Through him the rays of regal bounty shine, 
Tum'd by his nod the stream of honour flows, 
Hj^ smile alone seciuity bestows : 
Still to new heights his r^tless wishes towV, 
Claim leads to claim^ and pow'r advances pow'r ; 
Till conquest unresisted ceas'd to please. 
And rights submitted left him none to seiz^. 
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At length his sov'reign frowns*— the train of state 
Mark the keen glance, and watch the sign to hate. 
Where-e'er he turns, he meets a stranger's eye, 
His suppliants scorn him, and his followers fly ; 
Now drops at once the pride of awful state. 
The golden canopy, the glitt'ring plate. 
The regal palace, the luxurious board. 
The liv'ried army, and the menial lord. 
With age, with cares, with maladies oppress'd, 
He seeks the refuge of monastick rest. 
Grief aids disease, remembered folly stings. 
And his last sighs reproach the faith of kings. 

Speak thou, whose thoughts at humble p»use 
repine. 
Shall Wolsey's wealth, with Wolsey's end, be thine ? 
Or liv'st thou now, with safer pride content, 
•The wisest justice on the banks of Trent? 
For, why did Wolsey, near the steeps of fate, 
On weak foundations raise th' enormous weight ? 
Why but to sink beneath misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulphs below ? 

* What gave great Villiers to the assassin's knife^ 
And fix'd disease on Harley's closing life ? 
What murder'd Wentworth, and what exil'd Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to kings allied ? 
What but their wish indulg'd in courts to shine. 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to resign ? 

f When first the college rolls receive his name, L« <''^*" ^ 
The young enthusiast quits his ease for fame ; 

• Ver. 108—113. + Ver. 114—13^. 

• The richest landlord, 
P 2 
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^Through all his veins the fever of renown 
Spreads from the strong contagion of the gown ; 
O'er Bodley s dome his future labours spread. 
And * Bacon's mansion trembles o'er his head. 
Are these thy views? Proceed, illustrious youth, 
And Virtue guard thee to the throne of Truth ! 
Yet, should thy soul indulge the gen'rous heat 
Till captive Science yields her last retreat ; 
Should Reason guide thee with her brightest ray, 
And pour on misty Doubt resistless day ; 
Should no false kindness lure to loose delight, 
Nor praise relax, nor difficulty fright ; 
Should tempting Novelty thy cell refrain, 
'And Sloth effuse her opiate ftimes in vain ; 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart. 
Nor claim the triumph of a letter'd heart ; 
Should no disease thy torpid veins invade. 
Nor Melancholy's phantoms haunt thy shade ; 
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free. 
Nor think the doom of man revers'd for thee : 
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes. 
And pause awhile from Letters, to be wise ; 

♦ There is a tradition, that the study of friar Bacon, built on 
an arch over the bridge, will fall when a man greater than Bacon 
shall pass under it. To prevent so shocking an accident it was 
pulled down many years since. 

^ Resistless burns the fever of renown. 
Caught from the strong contagion of the gown. 
Mr. Boswell tells us that when he remarked to Dr. Johnson 
that there was an awkward repetition of the word spreads in this 
passage, he altered it to '* Burns from the strong contagion of 
the gown ;" but this expression, it appears, was only resumed 
from the reading in the first edition. 

s And Sloth's bland opiates shed their fumes in vain. 
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There mark what ills the scholar's life assail, 

Toil, envy, want, the jpatron, and the gaol\ *^^ 

See nations, slowly wise and meanly just. 

To huried merit raise the tardy hust. 

If dreams yet flatter, once again attend. 

Here Lydiat's life, and Galileo's end*. 

Nor deem, when Learning her last prize bestows. 
The glitt'ring eminence exempt from foes ; 
See, when the vulgar 'scape', despis'd or aw'd. 
Rebellion's vengeful talons seize on Laud. 
rFrom meaner minds, though smaller fines content ; ^ ^ 
The plimder'd palace, or sequester'd rent ; 
Mark'd out by dang'rous parts, he meets the shock, 
And fatal Learning leads him to the block : 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep, 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and sleep. 

f The festal blazes, the triumphal show. 
The ravish'd standard, and the captive foe, 
The senate's thanks, the Gazette's pompous tale. 
With force resistless o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Asia whirl'd. 
For such the steady Romans shook the world ; 
For such in distant lands the Britons shine, 
And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; ' 
This pow'r has praise, that virtue scarce can warm 
Till Fame supplies the universal charm. 
Yet Reason frowns on War's unequal game. 
Where wasted nations raise a single name ; 

♦ See Gent. Mag. Vol. LXVIII. p. 95 1 . 1 02 7. t Ver. 1 33—1 46. 

*» the garret and the gaol. 

* This was first written " See, when the vulgar 'scapec^;*' but, 

as the rest of the paragraph was in the present tense, he altered. 

it to scapes; but again recollectihg that the word vulgar is never 

used as a singular substantive, he adopted the reading of the text. 
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Andmortgag'd states their grandsires' wreaths regret. 

From age to age in everlasting deht ; 

Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey 

To rust on medals, or on stones decay, 

*On what foundation stands the warrior's pride. 

How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide ; 

A frame of adamant, a soul of fire. 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 

^ O'er love, o'^ fear, extends his wide domain^ 

Unconquer.'d lord of pleasure and of pain ; 

No joys to him pacific sceptres yiel^ 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field ; 

Behold surrounding kings their pow'rs combine. 

And one capitulate, and one resign ; 

Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in vain; 
Think nothing gainVi," he cries, ** till nought remain^ 
On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards fly. 
And all be mine beneath the polar sky.'' 

The „a,oh begins in ^Uitor, s^te. 

And nations on his eye suspended wait ; ^ 

Stem Famine guards- the solitary coasts 

And Winter barricades the realms of Frost ; 

He comes, nor want nor cold hia course delay ; — 

Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pxiltowa?s day : 

The vanquished hero leaves his Ispoken bands. 

And shews his miseries in distant lands ; 

Condemn'd a needy supplicant to wait. 

While ladies interpose^ and slaves dilate. 

But did not Chance at length her error mend ? 

Did no subverted empire mark his end ? 

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound? 

Or hostile millions press him to the ground ? 

♦ Ver. 1 47— 1 67. ^. O'er love or force. 
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His fall was destin'd to a barren strand, 

A petty fortress, and a dubious hand ; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale, 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

* All times their scenes of pompous woes affbrd, 
From Persia's tyrant to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hostility and barb rous pride. 
With half mankind embattled at his side. 
Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey. 
And starves exhausted regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er. 
Till counted myriads sooth his pride no more ; 
Fresh praise is tried till madness fires his mind. 
The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind. 
New pow'rs are claim'd, new pow'rs are still bestow*cl^ 
Till rude resistance lops the spreading god ; 
The daring Greeks deride the mai^tial show, "* 
And heap their valleys with the gaudy foe ; 
Th' insulted sea with humbler thought he gain^. 
A single skiff to speed his flight remains ; 
Th' incumbered oar scarce leaves the dreaded coast 
Through purple billows and a' floating host. 

The bold Bavarian, in a luckless hour. 
Tries the dread summits of Caesarean pow'r. 
With unexpected legions bursts away. 
And sees defenceless realms receive his sway ;- 
Short sway ! &ir Austria spreads her mournful chitfms, 
The queen, the beauty, sets the world in arms ; 
From hill to hill the beacon's rousing blaze 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praise ; 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hussar, 
* With all the sons of ravage crowd the war ; 

• Ver. 168—187. ^Jnd all tK« sons. 
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The baffled prince, in honour's flatt'ring bloom 
. Of hasty greatness, finds the fatal doom, 
His foes derision, and his subjects blame. 
And steals to death from anguish and from shame. 
\h- * Enlarge my life with multitude of days ! 

I In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays : 
. I Hides from himself his state, and shuns to know, 

I That life protracted is protracted woe. ' 

I Time hovers o'er, impatient to destroy. 
And shuts up all the passages of joy : 
In vain their gifts the bounteous seasons pour. 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal flow'r ; 
With listless eyes the dotard views the store. 
He views, and wonders that they please no more ; 
Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wines. 
And Luxury with sighs her slave resigns. 
Approach, ye minstrels, try the soothing strain. 
"Diffuse the tuneftd lenitives of pain : 
No sounds, alas ! would touch th' impervious ear, 
Though dancing mountains witnessed Orpheus^ near ; 
Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'rs attend, 
Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend ; 
But everlasting dicjbates crowd his tongue. 
Perversely grave, or positively wrong. . 
The still retmning tale, and ling'ring jest. 
Perplex the fawning niece and pamper'd guest, 
While growing hopes scarce awe the gath'ring sneer^ 
And i^carce a l^acy can bribe to hear ; 
The watchful guests still hint the last offence; 
The daughter's petulance, the son's expense. 
Improve his heady rage with treach'rous skill. 
And mould his passions till they make his will^ 

• V«r, 183—288. " And yield. 
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Unnumber'd maladies his joints invade, 
Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade ; 
But unextinguished Av'rice still remains. 
And dreaded losses aggravate his pains ; 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands. 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands; 
Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes. 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temp'rate prime 1)1 -^)i ' 
Bless with an age exempt from scorn or crime ; ^ (c ^ ^ • 
"An age that melts with unperceiv'd decay, 
And glides in modest innocence away ; 
Whose peaceful day Benevolence endears. 
Whose night congratulating Conscience cheers ; 
The gen'ral fav 'rite as the genVal friend : 
Such age there is, and who shall wish its end "" ? 

Yet ev'n on this her load Misfortune flings. 
To press the weary minutes' flagging wdngs ; 
New sorrow rises as the day returns, 
A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns. 
Now kindred Merit fills the sable bier. 
Now lacerated Friendship claims a tear ; 
Year chases year, decay pursues decay. 
Still drops some joy from withering life away ; 
New forms arise, and diff 'rent views engage. 
Superfluous lags the vet'ran on the stage. 
Till pitying Nature signs the last release. 
And bids afflicted worth retire to peace. 

But few there are whom hours like these await, 
Who set unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. 
From Lydia's monarch should the search descend. 
By Solon cautioned to regard his end, 

" An age that mi^lts in. • Could wish its end. 
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In life's last scene what prodigies snrprize. 
Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise ! 
From Marlb'rough's eyes the streams df dotage flow^ 
And Swift expires a driv'ler and a show. 

* The teeming mother, anxious for her race. 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face ; 
Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty spring ; 
And Sedley curs'd the form that pleas'd a king. 
Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes, 
Whom Pleasure keeps too busy to be wise ; 
Whom joys with soft varieties invite, 
By day the frolic, and the dance by night ; 
Who frown with vanity, who smile with art. 
And ask the latest fashion of the heart ; 
What care, what rules, your heedless charms shall save. 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your slave ? 
Against your fame with fondness hate combines. 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. 
With distant voice neglected Virtue calls, 
I^ess heard and less, the faint remonstrance falls ; 
Tir'd with contempt, she quits the slipp'ry reign. 
And Pride and Prudence take her seat in vain. 
In crowd at once, where none the pass defend. 
The harmless freedoitt, and the pri\^ate frietid. 
The guardismd yield, by hre& superi<)r' j^ly' d^ : 
To Int'rest,. Prudence; aiid'to Flkf^,Pi$(fe: 
Here Beauty falls betray 'd, despis'd^, distrtJsfe'cJ, 
And hissing Infamy proclaims the rest. 

f Where then shall Hope and F^ar theii: objects'flhd? 
Must dull suspense corrupt the stagnant itiind ? 
Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate. 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate? 

♦ Ver. ^9—345. t Vcr. S46— 3«6. 
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Must no dislike alarm, no wishes rise, \ i^j t.^ 

No cries invoke the mercies of the skies ? \ "'"* 

Enquirer, cease ; petitions yet remain 

Which Heav'n may hear, nor deem Religion vain. 

Still raise for good the supplicating voice, ] 

But leave to Heav'n the measure and the choice. 

Safe in his pow r, whose eyes discern afar 

The secret amhush of a specious pray r ; 

Implore his aid, in his decisions rest. 

Secure, whate'er he gives, he gives the best. 

Yet, when the sense of sacred presence fires. 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires % 

Pour forth thy fervours for a^ealthM jggJnd^ 

Obedifint paflsions, and^^a will resigned,; 

For love, which scarce collective man can fill ; 

For patig]ice» sov'reign o'er transmuted ill ; 

For ^th» that, panting for a happier seat, . , .. ,%; 

1 Counts death kind Nature's signal of retreat: 

These goods for man the laws of Heav n ordain. 

These goods he grants, who grants the pow r to gain ; 

With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind. 

And makes the happiness she does not find. 

p Yet with the sense of sacred presence prest, 
When strong devotion fills thy glowing breast. 

*» Thinks death. 
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PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY MR. GARRICK, 

AT THE OPENING OF 
THE THEATRE ROYAL, DRURY LANE, 1747. 

When Learning's triumph o'er her barb'rous foes 
First rear'd the stage, immortal Shakspeare rose ; 
Each change of many-colomr'd life he drew, 
Exhausted worlds^ and then imagined new: 
Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign. 
And panting Time toil'd after him in vain. 
His pow'rful strokes presiding Truth impressed. 
And unresisted Passion storm'd the breast. 

Then Jonson came, instructed from the school. 
To please in method, and invent by rule ; 
His studious patience and laborious art. 
By regular approach assail'd the heart : 
Cold Approbation gave the ling 'ring bays. 
For those, who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 
A mortal bom, he met the gen'ral doom. 
But left, like Egypt's kings, a lasting tomb. 

The wits of Charles found easier ways to fame^ 
Nor wish'd for Jonson's art, or Shakspeare's flame. 
Themselves they studied, as they felt they writ ; 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 
Vice always found a sympathetic friend ; 
They pleas'd their age, and did not aim to mend. 
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Yet bards like these aspir'd to lasting praise^ 
And proudly hoped to pimp in future days. 
Their cause was gen'ral, their supports were strong. 
Their slaves were willing, and their reign was long : 
Till Shame regain'd the post that Sense betrayed. 
And Virtue call'd Oblivion to her aid. 

Then, erusb'd by rules, and weaken'd as refin'd. 
For years the power of Tragedy declin'd ; 
From bard to bard the frigid caution crept, 
Till Declamation roar'd whilst Passion slept ; 
Yet still did Virtue deign the stage to tread. 
Philosophy remain 'd, though Nature fled. 
But forc'd, at length, her antient reign to quit. 
She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of Wit ; 
Exulting Folly hail'd the joyful day. 
And Pantomime and Song confirmed her sway. 

But who the coming changes can presage. 
And mark the future periods of the Stage ? 
Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore. 
New Behns, new Durfeys, yet remain in store ; 
Perhaps where Lear has rav'd, and Hamlet died. 
On flying cars new sorcerers may ride : 
Perhaps (for who can guess th' effects of chance ?)' 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet* may dance. 

Hard is his lot that here by Fortune plac'd. 
Must watch the wild vicissitudes of taste ; 
With ev'ry meteor of caprice must play. 
And chase the new-blown bubbles of the day. 
Ah ! let not Censure term our fate our choice. 
The stage but echoes back the public voice ; 

* Hunt, a famous boxer on the stage; Mahomet, a rope- 
dancer, who had exhibited at Covent-Garden Theatre the win- 
ter before, said to be a Turk. 
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The drama's laws, the drama's patrons give, 
For we that live to please, must please to live. 
-Then prompt no more the follies you decry, 
As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 
'Tis Yours, this night, to hid the reign commence 
Of rescued Nature and reviving Sense ; 
To chase the charms of Sound, the pomp of Show, 
For useful Mirth and salutary Woe ; 
Bid scenic Virtue form the rising age. 
And Truth difluse her radiance from the stage. 
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Ye glitt'ring train, whom lace and velvet bless. 

Suspend the soft solicitudes of dress ! 

From grovling business and superfluous care. 

Ye sons of Avarice, a moment spare ! 

Vot'ries of Fame, and worshippers of Power, 

Dismiss the pleasing phantoms for an hour ! 

Our daring bard, with spirit unconfin'd. 

Spreads wide the mighty moral for mankind. 

Learn here how Heaven supports the virtuous mind. 

Daring, though calm ; and vigorous, though resigned. 

Learn here what anguish racks the guilty breast. 

In pow*r dependant, in success depress'd. 

Learn here that Peace from Innocence must flow; 

All else is empty sound and idle show. 

If truths like these with pleasing language join ; 
Ennobled, yet unchanged, if Nature shine ; 
If no wild draught depart from Reason's rules, 
Nor gods his heroes, nor his lovers fools : 
Intriguing Wits ! his artless plot forgive ; 
And spare him, Beauties ! though his lovers live. 

Be this at least his praise, be this his pride ; 
To force applause no modem arts are tried. 
Should partial cat-calls all his hopes confound. 
He bids no trumpet quell the fatal sound. 
Should welcome sleep relieve the weary wit. 
He rolls no thunders o'er the drowsy pit. 
No snares to captivate tlie judgment spreads. 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice your heads. 
Unmov'd though Witlings sneer and Rivals rail ; 
Studious to please, yet not asham'd to fail. 
He scorns the meek address, the suppliant strain. 
With merit needless, and without it vain. 
In Reason, Nature, Truth, he dares to trust : 
Ye Fops, be silent : and ye Wits, be just ! 

VOL. I. Q 
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MAHOMET, Emperor of the Turks, 

CALI BASSA, First Visier, 

MUSTAPHA, A Turkish Aga, 
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DEMETRIUS,^ 
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ACT I. 

SCENE L 

Demetrius and Leontius, in Turkish hahits. 

LEONTIUS, 

And is it thus Demetrius meets his friend. 
Hid in the mean disguise of Turkish robes. 
With servile secrecy to lurk in shades. 
And v^nt our sufferings in clandestine groans? 

DEMETRIUS- 

Till breathless fury rested from destruction. 
These groans were fatal, these disguises vain ; 
But now our Turkish conquerors have quench'd 
Their rage, and pall'd their appetite of murder ; 
No more the glutted sabre thirsts for blood. 
And weary cruelty remits her tortures. 

LEONTIUS. 

Yet Greece enjoys no gleam of transient hope. 
No soothing interval of peaceful sorrow ; 
/ The lust of gold succeeds the rage of conquest, 
I The lust of gold, unfeeling and remorseless, 

Q 2 
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The last corraption of degenerate man ! 
Urg'd by th' imperious soldiers' fierce command. 
The groaning Greeks break up their golden caverns 
Pregnant with stores that India's mines might envy, 
Th' accumulated wealth of toiling ages. 

DEMETRIUS. 

That wealth, too sacred for their country's use ! 
That wealth, too pleasing to be lost for freedom ! 
That wealth, which, granted to their weeping prince. 
Had rang'd embattled nations at oiur gates ! 
But, thus reserv'd to lure the wolves of Turkey, 
Adds shame to grief, and infamy to ruin. 
Lamenting Av'rice now too late discovers 
Her own neglected in the publick safety. 

LEONTIUS. 

Reproach not misery — ^The sons of Greece, 

Ill-fated race ! so oft besieg'd in vain. 

With false security beheld invasion. 

Why should they fear? — That pow'r that tindly 

spreads 
The clouds, a signal of impending showers 
To warn the wand nng linnet to the shade, 
Beheld without concern expiring Greece, 
And not one prodigy foretold our fate. 

DEMETRIUS.^ 

A thousand horrid prodigies foretold it. 
A feeble government, eluded laws, 
A factious populace, luxurious nobles. 
And all the maladies of sinking states. 
When publick Villainy, too strong for justice. 
Shews his bold front, the harbinger of ruin. 
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Can. brave Leontius call for airy wonders, 
Which cheats interpret, and which fools regard ? 
When some neglected fabrick nods beneath 
The weight of years, and totters to the tempest, 
Must Heav'n dispatch the messengers of light. 
Or wake the dead, to warn us of its fall ? 

LEONTIUS. 

Well might the weakness of our empire sink 
Before such foes of more than human force ; 
Some Pow r invisible, from Heav n or Hell, 
Conducts their armies, and asserts their cause. 

DEMETRIUS. 

And yet, my friend, what miracles were wrought 

Beyond the pow'r of constancy and courage? 

Did unresisted lightning aid their cannon ? 

Did roaring whirlwinds sweep us from the ramparts? 

'Twas vice that shook our nerves, 'twas vice, Leontius, 

That^toze our veins, and withered all our pow'rs. 

LEONTIUS. 

Whate'er our crimes, our woes demand compassion. 
Each night, protected by the friendly darkness. 
Quitting my close retreat, I range the city. 
And, weeping, kiss the venerable ruins : 
With silent pangs I view the tow'ring domes. 
Sacred to pray 'r ; and wander through the streets. 
Where commerce lavished unexhausted plenty. 
And jollity maintained eternal revels. — 

DEMETRIUS. 

-— How chang d, alas ! — Now ghastly Desolation 
In triumph sits upon our shatter'd spires ; 
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Now superstition, ignorance, and error. 
Usurp our temples, and profane our altars. 

LEONTIUS. 

From ev'ry palace bursts a mingled clamour, 
The dreadful dissonance of barb rous triumph. 
Shrieks of affright, and wailings of distress. 
Oft when the cries of violated beauty 
Arose to Heav'n, and pierc'd my bleeding breast, 
I felt thy pains, and trembled for Aspasia. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Aspasia ! spare that lov'd, that moumftil name : 
Dear hapless maid — tempestuous grief o'erbears 
My reasoning pow'rs — Dear, hapless, lost Aspasia ! 

LEONTIUS. 

Suspend the thought. 

DEMETRIUS. » 

All thought on her is madness ; 
Yet let me think — I see the helpless maid. 
Behold the monsters gaze with savage rapture. 
Behold how lust and rapine struggle round her ! 

LEONTIUS. 

Awake, Demetrius, from this dismal dream, 
Sink not beneath imaginary sorrows ; 
Call to your aid your courage and your wisdom ; 
Think on the sudden change of human scenes ; 
Think on the various accidents of war ; 
Think on the mighty pow r of awful virtue ; 
Think on that Providence that guards the good. 
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DEMETBIDS. 

Providence ! extend thy care to me, 
For Courage droops unequal to the combat. 
And weak Philosophy denies her succours. 
Sure some kind sabre in the heat of battle. 
Ere yet the foe found leisure to be cruel. 
Dismissed her to the sky. 

LEONTIUS. 

Some virgin-martyr. 
Perhaps, enamour d of resembling virtue. 
With gentle hand restrain'd the streams of life. 
And snatch'd her timely from her country's fate. 

DEMETRIUS. 

From those bright regions of eternal day. 

Where now thou shin'st among thy fellow-saints. 

Array 'd in purer light, look down on me : 

In pleasing visions and assuasive dreams, 

O ! sooth my soul, and teach me how to lose thee. 

I.EONTIUS. 

Enough of unavailing tears, Demetrius : 

1 came obedient to thy friendly summons. 

And hop'd to share thy counsels, not thy sorrows : 
While thus we mourn the fortune of Aspasia, 
To what are we reserv'd ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

To what I know not : 
But hope, yet hope, to happiness and honoar ; 
If happiness can be wijthout Aspasia. 
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LEONTIUS, 

But whence this new-sprung hope ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

From Call Bassa, 
The chief, whose wisdom guides the Turkish counsels. 
He, tir'd of slav'ry, though the highest slave. 
Projects at once our freedom and his own ; 
And bids us thus disguis'd await him here. 

LEONTIUS. 

Can he restore the state he could not save ? 
In vain, when Turkey's troops assail'd our walls. 
His kind intelligence betray'd their measures ; 
Their arms prevailed, though CaU was our friend. 

DEMETRIUS. 

When the tenth sun had set upon our sorrows. 
At midnight's private hour, a voice unknown 
Sounds in my sleeping ear, * Awake, Demetrius, 
* Awake, >and follow me to better fortunes.' 
Surpriz'd I start, and bless the happy dream ; 
Then, rousing, know the fiery chief Abdalla, 
Whose quick impatience seized my doubtful hand. 
And led me to the shore where Cali stood. 
Pensive and list ning to the beating surge. 
There, in soft hints and in ambiguous phrase. 
With all the diffidence of long experience. 
That oft' had practis'd fraud, and oft' detected, 
l?he vet'ran courtier half revealed his project. 
By his command, equipp'd for speedy flight. 
Deep in a winding creek a galley lies, 
Mann'd with the bravest of our fellow-captives. 
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Selected by my care, a hardy band, 
That long to hail thee chief. 

LEONTIUS. 

But what avails 
So small a force ? or why should Cali fly ? 
Or-how can Cali's flight restore our country ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Reserve these questions for a safer hour ; 
Or hear himself, for see the Bassa comes. 

SCENE II. 

DEMETRIUS, LEONTIUS, CALI BASSA. 

CALI. 

Now summon all thy soul, illustrious Christian ! 
Awake each faculty that sleeps within thee, 
The courtier's policy, the sage's firmness. 
The warrior's ardour, and the patriot's zeal : 
If, chasing past events with vain pursuit. 
Or wand'ring in the wilds of future being, 
A single thought now rove, recall it home. 
But can thy friend sustain the glorious cause. 
The cause of liberty, the cause of nations ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Observe him closely with a statesman's eye. 
Thou that hast long perus'd the draughts of Nature, 
And know'st the characters of vice and virtue. 
Left by the hand of Heav'n on human clay. * 

CALL 

His mien is lofty, his demeanour great ; 
Nor sprightly folly wantons in his air. 
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Nor dull serenity becalms his eyes. 
Such had I trusted once as soon as seen, 
fiut cautious age suspects the flatt'ring form. 
And only credits what experience tells. 
Has silence press'd her seal upon his lips ? 
Does adamantine faith invest his heart ? 
Will he not bend beneath a tyrant s frown ? 
Will he not melt before ambition's fire ? 
Will he not soften in a friend's embrace ? 
Or flow dissolving in a woman's tears ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Sooner the trembling leaves shall find a voice, 
And tell the secrets of their conscious walks ; 
Sooner the breeze shall catch the flying sounds. 
And shock the tyrant with a tale of treason. 
Your slaughter'd multitudes, that swell the shore 
With monuments of death, proclaim his courage ; 
Virtue and liberty engross his soul. 
And leave no place for perfidy or fear. 

LEONTIUS. 

I scorn a trust unwillingly repos'd ; 
Demetrius will not lead me to dishonour ; 
Consult in private, call me when your scheme 
Is ripe for action, and demands the sword. IGoi?!^ 

DEMETRIUS. 

Leontius, stay. 

CALL 

Forgive an old man's weakness. 
And share the deepest secrets of my soul. 
My wrongs, my fears, my motives, my designs. — 
When unsuccessful wars, and civil factions, 
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Embroird the Turkish state, oiir Sultan's father, 
Great Amurath, at my request, forsook 
The cloister's ease, resum'd the tott'ring throue. 
And snatch'd the reins of abdicated pow'r 
From giddy Mahomet's unskilful hand. 
This fir'd tjie youthful king's ambitious breast : 
He murmurs vengeance at the name of Cali, 
And dooms my rash fidelity to ruin. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Unhappy lot of all that shine in courts, 
For forc'd compliance, or for zealous virtue. 
Still odious to the monarch, or the people. 

CALL 

Such are the woes when arbitrary pow'r. 

And lawless passion, hold the sword of justice. 

If there be any land, as fame reports, 

Where common laws restrain the prince and subject, 

A happy land, where circulating pow'r 

Flows through each member of th' embodied state ; 

Sure, not unconscious of the mighty blessing. 

Her grateful sons shine bright with every virtue ; 

Untainted with the lust of innovation, 

Sure all unite to hold her league of rule 

Unbroken as the sacred chain of nature. 

That links the jarring elements in peace. 

LEONTIUS. 

But say, great Bassa, why the Sultan's anger. 
Burning in vain, delays the stroke of death ? 

CALL 

Young, and unsettled in his father's kingdoms. 
Fierce as he was, he dreaded to destroy 
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The empire's darling and the soldier's boast ; 

But now confirm'd, and swelling with his conquests^ 

Secure he tramples my declining fame, 

Frowns unrestrained, and dooms me with his eyes. 

DEMETRIUS. 

What can reverse thy doom ? * 

CALL 

The tyrant's death. 

DEMETRIUS. 

But Greece is still forgot. 

CALL 

On Asia's coast^ 
Which lately bless'd my gentle government. 
Soon as the Sultan's unexpected fate 
Fills all th' astonish'd empire with confusion, 
My policy shall raise an easy throne; 
The Turkish pow'rs from Europe shall retreat. 
And harass Greece no more with wasteful war. 
A galley mann'd with Greeks, thy charge, Leontius, 
Attends to waft us to repose and safety. 

DEMETRIUS. 

That vessel, if observ'd, alarms the court. 
And gives a thousand fatal questions birth : 
Why stor'd for flight ? and why prepar'd by Cali ? 

CALL 

This hour I'll beg, with unsuspecting face. 
Leave to perform my pilgrimage to Mecca ; 
AVhich granted, hides my purpose from the world. 
And, though refris'd, conceals it from the Saltan. 
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LEONTIUI?. 

How can a single hand attempt a life 
Which armies guard, and citadels enclose ? 

CALL 

Forgetful of command, with captive beauties. 
Far from his troops, he toys his hours away. 
A roving soldier seiz'd in Sophia's temple 
A virgin shining with distinguish'd charms, 
And brought his beauteous plunder to the Sultan. 

DEMETRIUS. 

In Sophia's temple ! — What alarm ! — Proceed. 

CALL 

The Sultan gaz'd, he wonder'd, and he lov'd : 
In passion lost, he bade the conqu'rihg fair 
Renounce her faith, and be the Queen of Turkey. 
The pious maid, with modest indignation. 
Threw back the glitt'ring bribe. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Celestial goodness ! 
It must, it must be she ; her name ? 

CALL 

Aspasia. . 

DEMETRIUS. 

What hopes, what terrors, rush upon my soul ! 
O lead me quickly to the scene of fate ; 
Break through the politician's tedious forms : 
Aspasia calls me, let me fly to save her. 

LEONTIUS. 

Did Mahomet ifeproach, or praise her virtue ? 
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CALL 

His offers oft repeated, still refiis'd, 

At length rekindled his accustom'd fiiry, 

And chang'd th' endearing smile and am'rous whisper 

To threats of torture, death, and violation. 

DEMETRIUS. 

These tedious narratives of frozen age 
Distract my soul ; dispatch thy ling'ring tale ; 
Say, did a voice from Heav'n restrain the tyrant? 
Did interposing angels guard her from him ? 

CALL 

Just in the moment of impending fate. 
Another plund'rer brought the bright Irene ; 
Of equal beauty, but of softer mien. 
Fear in her eye, submission on her tongue, 
Her mournful charms attracted his regards, 
Disarm'd his rage, and in repeated visits 
Gain'd all his heart ; at length his eager love 
To her transferr'd the offer of a crown. 

LEONTIUS. 

Nor found again the bright temptation fail ? 

CALL 

Trembling to grant, nor daring to refiise. 
While Heav'n and Mahomet divide her fears. 
With coy caresses and With pleasing wiles 
She feeds his hopes, and sooths him to delay. 
For her, repose is banish'd from the night. 
And business from the day. In her apartments 
He lives 

LEONTIUS. 

And there must faUl 
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CALL 

But yet th' attempt 



Is hazardous. 



LEONTIUS. 

Forbear to speak of hazards ; 
What has the wretch that has survived his country, 
His friends, his liberty, to hazard ? 

CALL 

Life. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Th' inestimable privilege of breathing ! 
Important hazard ! What's that airy bubble. 
When weigh'd with Greece, with Virtue, with Aspasia? 
A floating atom, dust that falls unheeded 
Into the adverse scale, nor shakes the balance. 

CALL 

At least this day be calm — If we succeed, 
Aspasia 's thine, and all thy life is rapture. — 
See ! Mustapha, the tjrrant's minion, comes ; 
Invest Leontius with his new command ; 
And wait Abdalla's unsuspected visits : 
Remember Freedom, Glory, Greece, and Love. 

[Exeunt Demetrius and Leontius. 

SCENE IIL 

CALI, MUSTAPHA. 
MUSTAPHA. 

By what enchantment does this lovely Greek 
Hold in her chains the captivated Sidtan ? 
He tires his fav'rites with Irene's praise. 



\ 
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And seeks the shades to muse upon Irene ; 
Irene steals unheeded from his tongue. 
And mingles unperceiv'd with ev Vy thought. 

CALL 

Why should the Sultan shun the joys of beauty. 
Or arm his breast against the force of love ? 
Love, that with sweet vicissitude relieves 
The warrior's labours and the monarch's cares. 
But will she yet receive the faith of Mecca ? 

MUSTAPHA.. 

Those pow'rM tyrants of the female breast. 
Fear and Ambition, urge her to compliance ; 
Dress'd in each charm of gay magnificence. 
Alluring grandeur courts her to his arms, 
Religion calls her from the wish'd embrace. 
Faints future joys, and points to distant- glories. 

CALL 

Soon will th' unequal contest be decided. 
Frospects, obscur'd by distance, faintly strike ; 
Each pleasure brightens at its near approach, 
And ev'ry danger shocks with double horror. 

MUSTAPHA. 

How shall I scorn the beautiful apostate ! 
How will the bright Aspasia shine above her ! 

CALL 

Should she, for proselytes are always zealous. 
With pious warmth receive our Frophet's law — 

MUSTAPHA. 

Heav'n will contemn the mercenary fervour. 
Which love of greatness, not of truth, inflames. 
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CALL 

Cease, cease thy censures : for the Sultan comes 
Alone, with am'rous haste to seek his love. 

SCENE IV. 

MAHOMET, CALI BASSA, MUSTAPHA- 

CALL 

Hail ! terror of the monarchs of the world^ 
Unshaken be thy throne as earth's firm base. 
Live till the sun forgets to dart his beams. 
And weary planets loiter in their courses ! 

MAHOMET. 

But, Cali, let Irene share thy prayers : 
For what is length of days without Irene ? 
I come from empty noise, and tasteless pomp. 
From crowds that hide a monarch from himisel^ 
To prove the sweets of privacy and friendship, 
And dwell upon the beauties of Irene. 

CALL 

may her beauties last unchanged by time. 
As those that bless the mansions of the good ! 

MAHOMET. 

Each realm where beauty turns the graceful shape. 
Swells the fair breast, or animates the glance. 
Adorns my palace with its brightest virgins ; 
Yet, unacquainted with these tsoft emotions, 

1 walk'd superior through the blaze of charms, 
Prais'd without rapture, left without regret 
Why rove I now, when absent from my fair. 
From solitude to crowds, from crouds to soljtude, 

VOL. L R 
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Still restless, till I dasp the lovely maid. 
And ease my loaded soul upon her bosom ? 

MUSTAPHA. 

Forgive, great Sultan, that intrusive duty 
Enquires the final doom of Menodorus, 
The Grecian counsellor. 

MAHOMET. 

Go see him die; 
His martial rhet'ricTc taught the Greeks resistance ; 
Had they prevail'd, I ne'er had known Irene. 

lEwit Mustapha. 

SCENE V. 

MAHOMET, CALL 
MAHOMET. 

Remote from tumult^ in th' adjoining palace. 
Thy care shall guard this treasure of my soul ; 
There let Aspasia, since my Fair entreats it. 
With converse chase the melancholy moments. 
Sure, chill'd with sixty winter camps, thy blood 
At sight of female charms will glow no more. 

CALL 

These years, unconquer'd Mahomet, demand 
Desires more pure, and other cares than Love. 
Long have I wish'd, before our Prophet's tomb. 
To pour my pray'rs for thy successfiil reign. 
To quit the tumults of the noisy camp. 
And sink into the silent grave in peace. 

MAHOMET. 

What! think of peace while haughty Scanderbeg, 
Elate with t^nquest, in hk native mountains. 
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Prowls o'er the wealthy spoils of bleeding Turkey ! 
While fair Hungarians unexhausted talleys 
Pour forth their legions, and the roaring Danube 
Rolls half his floods unheard through shouting camps ! 
Nor could'st thou more support a life of sloth 
Than Amurath — 

CALL 

Still full of Amurath 1 [Aside. 

MAHOMET. 

Than Amurath, accustomed to command, 
Could bear his son upon the Turkish throna 

CALL 

This pilgrimage our lawgiver ordain'd— 

MAHOMET. 

For those who could not please by nobler service. — 
Our warlike Prophet loves an active faith. 
The holy flame of enterprising virtue. 
Mocks the dull vows of solitude and penance. 
And scorns the lazy hermit's cheap devotion. 
Shine thou, distinguish'd by superior merit. 
With wonted xeal pursue the task of war. 
Till ev'ry nation reverence the Koran, 
And ev ry suppliant lift his eyes to Mecca. 

CALL 

This regal confidence, this pious ardour. 
Let prudence moderate, though not suppress. 
Is not each realm that smiles with kinder suns. 
Or boasts a happier soil, already thine ? 
Extended empire, like expanded gold. 
Exchanges solid strength for feeble splendpur. 

R 2 
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MaiIomet. 
Preach thy dull politicks to vulgar kings, 
Thou know'st not yet thy master's future greatness. 
His vast designs, his plans of boundless pow'r. 
When ev'ry storm in my domain shall roar, 
When ev'ry wave shall beat a Turkish shore ; 
Then, Cali, shall the toils of battle cease, 
Then dream of prayer, and pilgrimage, and peace. 

[^Exeunt. 



ACT II. 
SCENE I. 

ASPASIA, IRENE. 
IRENE. 

AsPASiA, yet pursue the sacred theme ; 
Exhaust the stores of pious eloquence. 
And teach me to repel the Sultan's passion. 
Still at Aspasia's voice a sudden rapture 
Exalts my soul, and fortifies my heart. 
The glitt'ring vanities of empty greatness. 
The hopes and fears, the joys and pains of life. 
Dissolve in air, and vanish into nothing. 

ASPASIA. 

Let nobler hopes and juster fears succeed. 
And bar the passes of Irene's mind 
Against returning guilt. 

IRENE. 

When thou art absent. 
Death rises to my view, ivith aU his terrors ; 
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Then visions, horrid as a murd'rer's dreams, 
Chill my resolves, and blast my blooming virtue : 
Stem Torture shakes his bloody scourge before, me. 
And Anguish gnashes on the fatal wheel. 

ASPASIA. 

Since fear predominates in ^v'ry thought. 
And sways thy breast with absolute dominion. 
Think on th' insulting scorn, the conscious pangs. 
The future miseries that wait th' apostate ; 
So shall Timidity assist thy reason. 
And Wisdom into virtue turn thy frailty. 

IRENE. 

Will not that Power that form'd the heart of woman. 
And wove the feeble textui'e of her nerves. 
Forgive those fears that shake the tender frame ? 

ASPASIA. 

The weakness vfe lament, ourselves create ; 
Instructed from our infant years to court. 
With counterfeited fears, the aid of man. 
We learn to shudder at the rustling breeze. 
Start at the light, and tremble in the dark ; 
Till, affectation ripening to belief. 
And Folly frighted at her own chimeras. 
Habitual cowardice usurps the soul. 

IRENE. 

Not all like thee can brave the shocks of fate. 
Thy soul, by nature great, enlarg'd by knowledge. 
Soars unincumber'd with our idle cares. 
And all Aspasia, but her beauty, 's man. 
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ASPASIA. 

Each generous sentiment is thine, Demetrius, 
Whose soul, perhaps, yet mindful of Aspasia, 
Now hovers o'er this melancholy shade. 
Well pleas'd to find thy precepts not forgotten. 
Oh ! could the grave restore the pious hero. 
Soon would his art or valour set us free. 
And bear us far from servitude and crimes. 

IRENE. 

He yet may live. 

ASPASIA. 

Alas ! delusive dream ! 
Too well I know him ; his immoderate courage, 
Th* impetuous sallies of excessive virtue, 
Too strong for love, have hurried him on death. 

SCENE II. 

ASPASIA, IRENE, CALI, ABDALLA. 

CALi to ABDALLA, OS they advunce. 
Behold our future Sultaness, Abdalla ; — 
Let artfid flatt'ry now, to lull suspicion. 
Glide through Irene to the Sultan's ear. 
Would'st thou suhdue th' obdurate cannibal 
To tender friendship, praise him to his mistress. 

[to IRENE.] 

Well may those eyes that view these heav'nly charms 
Reject ihe daughters of contending kings ; 
For what are pompous titles, proud alliance. 
Empire or wealth, to excellence like thine ? 
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ABDALX.A. 

Receive th' impatient Sultan to thy arms; 
And may a long posterity of monarchs. 
The pride and terror of succeeding days, 
Rise from the happy bed ; and future queens 
Difiuse Irene's beauty through the world ! 

IRENE. 

Can Mahomet's imperial hand descend 
To clasp a slave ? or can a soul like mine, 
Unus'd to pow'r, and form'd for humbler scenes, 
Support the splendid miseries of greatness ? 

CALL 

No regal pageant deck'dwith casual honours, 
Scorn'd by his subjects, trampled by his foes, 
No feeble t3rrant of a petty state. 
Courts thee to shake on a dependent throne ; 
Bom to command, as thou to charm mankind. 
The Sultan from himself derives his greatness. 
Observe, bright maid, as his resistless voice 
Drives on the tempest of destructive war. 
How nation after nation falls before him. 

ABDALLA. 

At his dread name the distant mountains shake 
Their cloudy summits, and the sons of fierceness. 
That range uncivilized from rock to rook. 
Distrust th' eternal fortresses of Nature, 
And wish their gloomy caverns more obscure. 

ASP ASIA. 

Forbear this lavish pomp of dreadful praise ; 
The horrid images of war and slaughter 
Renew our sorrows, and awake our fears. 
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ABDAX.LA. 

Call, methinks yon waving trees afford 
A doubtful glimpse of our approaching friends ; 
Just as I mark'd them they forsook the shore. 
And turned their hasty steps towards the garden, 

CALI, 

Conduct these queens, Abdalla, to the palaoie ; 
Such heav'nly beauty, form'd for adoration. 
The pride of monarchs, the reward of conquest I 
Such beauty must not shine to vulgar eyes. 

* 

SCENE III. 

, CALI solus. 

* 

How Heav'n, in scorn of human arrogance. 
Commits to trivial chance the fate of nations f 
While with incessant thought laborious man 
Extends his mighty schemes of wealth and pow'r,. 
And towers and triumphs in ideal greatness ; 
Some accidental gust of opposition 
Blasts all the beauties of his new creation, 
O erturns the fabrick of presumptuous reason. 
And whelms the swelling architect beneath it. 
Had not the breeze untwin'd the meeting boughs. 
And through the parted shade disclosed the Greeks^ 
Th' important hour had passed unheeded by. 
In all the sweet oblivion of delight. 
In all the fopperies of meeting lovers ; 
In sighs and tears, in transports and embraces,. 
In soft complaints, and idle protestations. 
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SCENE IV. 

m 

CALI, DEMETRIUS, LEONTIUS. 

CALL 

Could omens fright the resolute and wise. 
Well might we fear impending disappointments. 

LEONTIUS. 

Your artful suit, your monarch's fierce denial, 
The cruel doom of hapless Menodorus. 

DEMETRIUS. 

And your new charge, that dear, that heav'nly maid. 

LEONTIUS. 

All this we know already jBrom Ahdalla. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Such slight defeats hut animate the hrave 
To stronger efforts and maturer counsels. 

CALL 

My doom confirm'd estahlishes my purpose. 
Calmly he heard till Amurath's resumption 
Rose to his thought, and set his soul on fire : 
When from his lips the £a.tal name hurst out, 
A sudden pause th' imperfect sense suspended. 
Like the dread stillness of condensing storms, 

DEMETRIUS. 

The loudest cries of Nature urge us forward ; 
Despotic rage pursues the life of Call ; 
His groaning country claims Leontius' aid ; 
And yet another voice, forgive me, Greece, 
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The pow rful voice of Love inflames Demetrius ; 
Each lingering hour alarms me for Aspasia. 

CALL 

What passions reign among thy crew, Leontius ? 
Does cheerless diflSdence oppress their hearts ? 
Or sprightly hope exalt their kindling spirits ? 
Do they with pain repress the struggling shout. 
And listen eager to the rising wind ? 

LEONTIUS. 

All there is hope, and gaiety, and courage, 
No cloudy doubts, or languishing delays ; 
Ere I could range them on the crowded deck, 
At once an hundred voices thunder'd round me. 
And ev'ry voice was liberty and Greece. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Swift let us rush upon the careless tyrant. 
Nor give him leisure for another crime. 

LEONTIUS. 

Then let us now resolve, nor idly waste 
Another hour in dull deliberation. 

CALX. 

But see, where, destined to protract our counsels, 
Comes Mustapha. — Your Turkish robes conceal you. 
Retire with speed, while I prqpare to meet him 
With artificial smiles, and seeming friendship. 



y 
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SCENE V. 



CALI, MUSTAPHA. 
CALI. 

I see the gloom that low'rs upon thy brow ; 
These days of love and pleasure charm not thee ; 
Too slow these gentle constellations roll ; 
Thou long'st for stars that frown on human kind, 
And scatter discord from their baleful beams. 

MUSTAPHA. 

How blest art thou, still jocund and serene, 
Beneath the load of business, and of years ! 

CALI. 

Sure, by some wond rous sympathy of souls. 
My heart still beats responsive to the Sultan's ; 
I share, by secret instinct, all his joys. 
And feel no sorrow while my sov'reign smiles. 

MUSTAPHA. 

The Sultan comes, impatient for his love ; 
Conduct her hither ; let no rude intrusion 
Molest these private walks, or care invade 
These hours assigned to pleasure and Irene. 

SCENE VI. 

MAHOMET, MUSTAPHA. 
MAHOMET. 

Now, Mustapha, pursue thy tale of horror. 
Has treason's dire infection reached my palace ? 
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Can Call dare the stroke of heav'nly justice. 
In the dark precincts of the gaping grave, 
And load with perjuries his parting soul ? 
Was it for this, that, sick'ning in Epirus, 
My father call'd me to his couch of death, 
Join'd Cali's hand to mine, and falt'ring cried. 
Restrain the fervour of impetuous youth 
With venerable Cali's faithftil counsels ? 
Are these the counsels, this the faith of Cali ? 
Were all our favours lavish'd on a villain ? 
Confest? 

MUSTAPHA. 

Confest by dying Menodorus. 
In his last agonies the gasping coward, 
Atnidst the tortures of the burning steel. 
Still fond of life, groan'd out the dreadful secret. 
Held forth this fatal scroll, then sunk to nothings 

MAHOMET examining the paper. 

His correspondence with our foes of Greece ! 
His hand ! his seal ! The secrets of my soul 
Conceal'd from all but him ! All, all conspire 
To banish doubt, and brand him for a villain ! 
Our schemes for ever cross'd, our mines discover'd. 
Betray 'd some traitor lurking near my bosom. 
Oft have I rag'd, when their wide-wasting cannon 
Lay pointed at our batt'ries yet unform'd. 
And broke the meditated lines of war. 
Detested Cali too, with artfrd wonder. 
Would shake his wily head, and closely whisper^ 
Beware of Mustapha, beware of treason. 
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MUSTAPHA. 

The faith of Mustapha disdains suspicion ; 
But yet, great Emperor, beware of treason ; 
Th' insidious Bassa, fir'd by disappointment — 

MAHOMET. 

Shall feel the vengeance of an injured king. 
Go, seize him, load him with reproachful chains ; 
Before th' assembled troops proclaim his crimes ; 
Then leave him stretch'd upon the ling 'ring rack. 
Amidst the camp to howl his life away. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Should we before the troops proclaim his crimes, 
I dread his arts of seeming innocence. 
His bland address, and sorcery of tongue ; 
And, should he fall unheard by sudden justice, 
Th' adoring soldiers would revenge their idol. 

MAHOMET. 

Cali, this day, with hypocritic zeal, 
Implor'd my leave to visit Mecca's temple ; 
Struck with the wonder of a statesman's goodness, 
I rais'd his thoughts to more sublime devotion. 
Now let him go, pursu'd by silent wrath. 
Meet unexpected daggers in his way. 
And in some distant land obscurely die. 

MUSTAPHA. 

There will his boundless wealth, the spoil of Asia, 
Heap'd by your father's ill-plac'd bounties on him. 
Disperse rebellion through the Eastern world ; 
Bribe to his cause, and list beneath his banners, 
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Arabia's roving troops, the sons of swiftness. 
And arm the Persian heretick against thee ; 
There shall he waste thy frontiers, cheek thy conquests^ 
And, though at length subdu'd, elude thy vengeance. 

MAHOMET. 

Elude my vengeance ! No — My troops shall range 
Th' eternal snows that freeze beyond Maeotis, 
And Africk's torrid sands, in search of Cali. 
Should the fierce North upon his frozen wings 
Bear him almost abovie the wond'ring clouds. 
And seat him in the Pleiads' golden chariots. 
Thence shall my fury drag him down to tortures ; 
Wherever guilt can fly, revenge can follow. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Wilt thou dismiss the savage from the toils, 
Only to hunt him round the ravag'd world ? 

MAHOMET. 

Suspend his sentence — Empire and Irene 
Claim my divided soul. This wretch, unworthy 
To mix with nobler cares, 1 11 throw aside 
For idle hours, and crush him at my leisure. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Let not th' unbounded greatness of his mind 

Betray my king to negligence of danger. 

Perhaps the clouds of dark conspiracy 

Now roll full fraught with thunder o'er your head. 

Twice since the morning rose I saw the Bassa, 

Like a fell adder swelling in a brake. 

Beneath the covert of this verdant arch 
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In private conference ; beside him stood 
Two men unknown, the partners of his bosom ; 
I mark'd them well, and trac'd in either face 
The gloomy resolution, horrid greatness. 
And stem composure, of despairing heroes ; 
And, to confinn my thoughts, at sight of me. 
As blasted by my presence, they withdrew 
With all the speed of terror and of guilt. 

MAHOMET. 

The strong emotions of my troubled soul 
Allow no pause for art or for contrivance ; 
And dark perplexity distracts my counsels. 
Do thou resolve : for see Irene conies ! 
At her approach each ruder gust of thought 
Sinks like the sighing of a tempest spent. 
And gales of softer passion fan my bosom. 

[Cali enters with Irene, and exit with Mustapha. 

SCENE VII. 

MAHOMET, IRENE. 
MAHOMET. 

Wilt thou descend, fair daughter of perfection. 

To hear my vows, and give mankind a queen ? 

Ah ! cease, Irene, cease those flowing sorrows. 

That melt a heart impregnable till now. 

And turn thy thoughts henceforth to love and empire. 

How will the matchless beauties of Irene, 

Thus bright in tears, thus amiable in ruin. 

With all the graceful pride of greatness heightened. 
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Amidst the blaze of jewels and of gold, 
Adorn a throne, and dignify dominion ! 

IRENE. 

Why all this glare of splendid eloquence. 
To paint the pageantries of guilty state ? 
Must I for these renounce the hope of Heav'n, 
Immortal crowns, and fulness of enjoyment ? 

MAHOMET. 

Vain raptures all — For your inferior natures, 
Form'd to delight, and happy by delighting, 
Heavn has reserv'd ntf future paradise. 
But bids you rove the paths of bliss, secure 
Of total death, and careless of hereafter ; 
While Heaven's high minister, whose awful volume 
Records each act, each thought of sov'reign man. 
Surveys your plays with inattentive glance, 
And leaves the lovely trifler unregarded. 

IRENE. 

Why then has Nature's vain munificence 
Profusely pour'd her bounties upon woman ? 
Whence then those charms thy tongue has deign'd 

to flatter. 
That air resistless, and enchanting blush, 
Unless the beauteous fabrick was de^sign'd 
A habitation for a fairer soul ? 

MAHOMET. 

Too high, bright maid, thou rat'st exterior grace : 
Not always do the fairest flow*rs diffuse 
The richest odours, nor the speckled sheik 
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Conceal the gem ; let female arrogance 
Observe the feather'd wand'rers of the sky ; . 
With purple varied and be-dropp*d with gold. 
They prune the wing, and spread the glossy plumes, 
Ordain'd, like you, to flutter and to shine. 
And cheer the weary passenger with musick. 

IRENE. 

Mean as we are, this tyrant of the world 
Implores our smiles, and trembles at our feet. 
Whence flow the hopes and fears, despair and rapture. 
Whence all the bliss and agonies of love? 

MAHOMET. 

Why, when the balm of sleep descends on man, 
Do gay delusions, wandVing o'er the brain. 
Sooth the delighted soul with empty bliss ? 
To want give aflluence ? and to slav'ry freedom ? 
Such are love's joys, the lenitives- of life, 
A fancy 'd treasure and a waking dream. 

IRENE. 

Then let me once, in honour of our sex. 

Assume the boastful arrogance of man. 

Th' attractive softness, and th' endearing smile. 

And pow'rful glance, 'tis granted are our own ; 

Nor has impartial Nature's frugal hand 

Exhausted all her nobler gifts on you. 

Do not we share the comprehensive thought, 

Th' enlivening wit, the penetrating reason ? 

Beats not the female breast with genVous passions. 

The thirst of empire, and the love of glory ? 

VOL. I. s 
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MAHOMET. 

Illustrious maid, new wonders fix me thine. 
Thy soul completes the triumphs of thy face. 
I thought (forgive, my Fair,) the noblest aim. 
The strongest effort of a female soul. 
Was but to chuse the graces of the day. 
To tune the tongue, to teach the eye to roll. 
Dispose the colours of the flowing robe. 
And add new roses to the faded cheek. 
Will it not charm a mind like thine exalted. 
To shine the goddess of applauding nations, 
To scatter happiness and plenty round thee. 
To bid the prostrate captive rise and live. 
To see new cities tow'r at thy command, 
'And blasted kingdoms flourish at thy smile ? 

IRENE. 

Charm'd with the thought of blessing human kind. 
Too calm I listen to the flattering sounds. 

MAHOMET. 

O seize the power to bless — Irene's nod 

Shall break the fetters of the groaning Christian ; 

Greece, in her lovely patroness secure. 

Shall mourn no more her plundered palaces. 

IRENE. 

Forbear — O do not urge me to my ruin! 

31AHOMET. 

To state and pow'r I court thee, not to ruin : 
Smile on my wishes, and command the globe. 
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Security shall spread her shield before thee. 
And Love infold thee with his downy wings. 

If greatness please thee, mount th' imperial seat ; 
If pleasure charm thee, view this soft retreat ; 
Here ev'ry warbler of the sky shall sing ; 
Here ev'ry fragrance breathe of ev'ry spring : 
To deck these bow rs each region shall combine^ 
And ev'n our Prophet's gardens envy thine : 
Empire and love shall share the blissful day. 
And varied life steal unperceiv'd away. 
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ACT HI. 
SCENE I. 

CALI, ABDALLA. 

[cALi enters with a discontented air ; to him enters 

ABDALLA.] 
CALI. 

Is this the fierce conspirator Abdalla ? 

Is this the >^estless diligence of treason ? 

Where hast thou linger'd while th' encumber'd hours 

Fly lab 'ring with the fete of future nations. 

And hungry slaughter scents imperial blood ? 

ABDALLA. 

Important cares detained me from your counsels. 

s 2 
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CALL 

Some petty passion ! some domestic trifle ! 
Some vain amusement of a vacant soul ! 
A weeping wife, perhaps, or dying friend. 
Hung on your neck, and hinder'd your departure. 
Is this a time for softness or for sorrow ? 
Unprofitable, peacefrd, female virtues ! 
When eager vengeance shews a naked foe. 
And kind ambition points the way to greatness. 

ABDALLA. 

Must then ambition's votaries infringe 

The laws of kindness, break the bonds of nature. 

And quit the names of brother, friend, and father ? 

CALL 

This sov'reign passion, scornful of restraint, 
E'en from the birth affects supreme command, 
Swells in the breast, and with resistless force 
O'erbears each gentler motion of the mind. 
As when a deluge overspreads the plains. 
The wand'ring rivulet, and silver lake, 
Mix undistinguish'd in the genVal roar. 

ABDALLA. 

Yet can Ambition in Abdalla's breast 
Claim but the second place : there mighty Love 
Has fix-d his hopes, inquietudes, and fears. 
His glowing wishes, and his jealous pangs. 

CALL 

Love is indeed the privilege of youth ; 
Yet on a day like this, when expectation 
Pants for the dread event-^But let us reason— 
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ABDALLA. 

Hast thou grown old amidst the crowd of courts. 
And tum'd th' instructive page of human life. 
To cant, at last, of reason to a lover? 
Such ill-tim'd gravity, such serious folly. 
Might well befit the solitary student^ 
Th' unpractised dervise, or sequestered faquir. 
Know'st thou not yet, when Love invades the soul. 
That all her faculties receive his chains? 
That Reason gives her sceptre to his hand. 
Or only struggles to be more enslav'd? 
Aspasia, who can look upon thy beauties? 
Who hear thee speak, and not abandon reason? 
Reason ! the hoary dotard's dull directress. 
That loses all because she hazards nothing ! 
Reason ! the tim'rous pilot, that, to shun 
The rocks of life, for ever flies the port ! 

CALL 

But why this sudden warmth ? 

ABDALLA. 

Because I love: 
Because my slighted passion bums in vain ! 
Why roars the lioness distress'd by hunger ? 
Why foams the swelling wave when tempests rise? 
Why shakes the ground when subterraneous fires 
Fierce through the bursting caverns rend their way ? 

CALL 

Not till this day thou sawest this fatal fair ; 
Did ever passion make so swift a progress? 
Once more reflect, suppress this in&nt folly. 
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ABDALL.A. 

Gross lireis, enkindled by a mortal hand. 

Spread by d^ees, and dread th* oppressing stream ; 

The subtler flames emitted from the sky 

Flash out at once, with strength aboTe resistance. 

CALL 

How did A^pasia welcome your address ? 
Did you proclaim this unexpected conquest ? 
Or pay with speaking eyes a lover's homage ? 

ABDALLA. 

Confounded, aw'd, and lost in admiration, 

I gaz'd, I trembled; but I could not speak ; 

When e'en as love was breaking off from wonder, 

And tender accents quivefd on my lips. 

She mark'd my sparkling eyes, and heaving breast. 

And smiling, conscious of her charms, withdrew. 

\_JEnter Demetrius and Leontius. 

CALL 

Now be some moments master of thyself ; 
Nor let Demetrius know thee for a rival. 
Hence ! or be calm — To disagree is ruin. 

SCENE n. 

CALI, D£METRIUS, LEONTIUS, ABDALLA. 

DEMETKIUS. 

When will occasion smile upon our wishes. 
And give the tortures of suspense a period ? 
Still must we linger in uncertain hope ? 



A. imAOEDY. 26s 

Still languish in our chains, and dream. of freedom. 
Like thirsty sailors gazing on the clouds. 
Till burning death shoots through their withered 
limbs ? 

CALL 

Deliverance is at hand ; for Turkey's tyrant. 
Sunk in his pleasures, confident an4 gay. 
With all the hero's dull security. 
Trusts to my care his mistress and his life» 
And laughs and wantons in the jsl^ of death. 

LEONTIUS. 

So weak is man when destin'd to destruction ! — 
The watchfiil slumber, and the crafty trust. 

CALL 

At my command yon iron gates unfold ; 

At my command the sentinels retire ; 

With all the license of authority, 

Through bowing slaves, I range the private rooms. 

And of to-morrow's action fix the scene. 

DEMETRIUS. 

To-morrow's action ! Can that hoary wisdom. 
Borne down with years, still doat upon to-morrow ! 
That fatal mistress of the young, the lazy. 
The coward, and the fool, condemn'd to lose 
An useless life in waiting for to-morrow. 
To gaze with longing eyes upon to-morrow, 
Till interposing death destroys the prospect ! 
Strange ! that this gen ral fraud from day to day 
Should fill the world with wretches undietected. 
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The soldier, lab'ring through a winter's march. 
Still sees to-morrow drest in robes of triumph ; 
Still to the lover's long-expecting arms 
To-morrow brings the visionary bride. 
But thou, too old to bear another cheat, 
Learn, that the present hour alone is man's. 

LEONTIUS, 

\ The present hour with open arms invites ; 
Seize the kind fair, and press her to thy bosom, 

DEMETRIUS. 

Who knows, ere this important morrow rise. 
But fear or mutiny may taint the Greeks ? 
Who knows, if Mahomet's awaking anger 
May spare the fatal bow-string till to-morrow ? 

ABDALLA. 

Had our first Asian foes but known this ardour. 
We still had wander'd on Tartarian hills. 
Rouse, Cali ; shall the sons of conquer'd Greece 
Lead us to danger, and abash their victors? 
This night with all her conscious stars be witness. 
Who merits most, Demetrius or Abdalla. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Who merits most ! — I knew not we were rivals. 

CALL 

Young man, forbear — the heat of youth, no more — 
Well, — 'tis decreed — This night shall fix our fate. 
Soon as the veil of evening clouds the sky. 
With cautious secrecy, Leontius, steer 
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Th' appointed vessel to yon shaded bay, 

Form'd by this garden jutting on the deep ; 

There, with your soldiers arm'd, and sails expanded. 

Await our coming, equally prepar'd 

For speedy flight, or obstinate defence. [^EiVit Leont. 

SCENE III. 

CALI, ABDALLA, DEMETKIUS. 
DEMETRIUS. 

Now pause, great Bassa, from the thoughts of blood. 

And kindly grant an ear to gentler sounds. 

If e'er thy youth has known the pangs of absence. 

Or felt th' impatience of obstructed love. 

Give me, before th' approaching hour of fate. 

Once to behold the charms of bright Aspasia, 

And draw new virtue from her heav'nly tongue. 

CALX. 

Let prudence, ere the suit be farther urg'd. 
Impartial weigh the pleasure with the danger. 
A little longer, and she 's thine for ever. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Prudence and love conspire in this request. 
Lest, unacquainted with our bold attempt. 
Surprise o'erwhelm her, and retard our flight. 

CALL 

What I can grant, you cannot ask in vain — 

DEMETRIUS. 

I go to wait thy call ; this kind consent 

Completes the gift of freedom and of life. \^Exit Dem. 
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SCENE IV. 

CALI, ABDALLA. 
ABDALLA. 

And this is my reward — to bum, to languii^h. 
To rave unheeded ; while the happy Greek, 
The refiise of our swords, the dross of conquest, 
Throws his fond arms about Aspasia's neck. 
Dwells on her lips, and sighs upon her breast. 
Is 't not enough he lives by our indulgence, 
But he must live to make his masters wretched ? 

CALL 

What claim hast thou to plead ? 

ABDALLA. 

The claim of pow*r, 
Th' unquestion'd claim of conquerors and kings ! 

CALL 

Yet in the use of pow'r remember justice. 

ABDALLA. 

Can then th' assassin lift his treach rous hand 
Against his king, and cry, remember justice ? 
Justice demands the forfeit life of Cali ; 
Justice demands that I reveal your crimes ; 
Justice demands — but see th' approaching Sultan ! 
Oppose my wishes, and — remember justice. 

CALL 

Disorder sits upon thy face-— retire. 

[Eccit Abdalla^ enter Mahomet. 
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SCENE V. 

CALI, MAHOMET. 
CALL 

Long be the Sultan bless'd with happy love ! 
My zeal marks gladness dawning on thy cheek, 
With raptures such as fire the Pagan crowds. 
When, pale and anxious for their years to come. 
They see the sun surmount the dark eclipse. 
And hail unanimous their conqu'ring god. 

MAHOMET. 

My vows, 'tis true, she hears with less aversion ; 
She sighs, she blushes, but she still denies^ 

CALL 

With warmer courtship press the yielding fair : 
CaU to your aid, with boundless promises. 
Each rebel wish, each traitor inclination. 
That raises tumults in the female breast. 
The love of pow'r, of pleasure, and of show. 

MAHOMET. 

These arts I try'd, and to inflame her more. 
By hateful business hurried from her sight, 
I bade a hundred virgins wait around her, 
Sooth her with all the pleasures of command. 
Applaud her charms, and court her to be great. 

[JSa^it Mahomet 
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SCENE VI. 

CALI, SOhlS. 

He's gone — Here rest, my soul, thy fainting wing. 

Here recollect thy dissipated pow rs. 

Our distant int rests, and our difF'rent passions, 
'Now haste to mingle in one common center, 
And fate lies crowded in a narrow space. 
Yet in that narrow space what dangers rise ! — 
Far more I dread Abdalla's fiery folly. 
Than all the wisdom of the grave divan. 
Reason with reason fights on equal terms ; 
The raging madman's unconnected schemes 
We cannot obviate, for we cannot guess. 
Deep in my breast be treasur'd this resolve, 
When Cali mounts the throne, Abdalla dies, 
Too fierce, too faithless, for neglect or trust. 

[^Enter Irene with Attendants. 

SCENE VII. 

CALI, IRENE, ASPASIA, &C. 

CALL 

Amidst the splendor of encircling beauty, 
Superior majesty proclaims thee queen. 
And nature justifies our monarch's choice. 

IRENE. 

Reserve this homage for some other fair ; 
Urge me not on to glitt 'ring guilt, nor pour 
In my weak ear th' intoxicating sounds. 
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CALL 

Make haste, bright maid, to rule the willing worid ; 
Aw'd by the rigour of the Sultan's justice, 
We court thy gentleness. 

ASPASIA. 

Can Call's voice 
Concur to press a hapless captive's ruin ? 

CALL 

Long would my zeal for Mahomet and thee 
Detain me here. But nations call upon me. 
And duty bids me chuse a distant walk, 
Nor taint with care the privacies of love. 

SCENE VIII. 

IRENE, ASPASIA, ATTENDANTS. 

ASPASIA. 

If yet this shining pomp, these sudden honours. 
Swell not thy soul beyond advice or friendship. 
Nor yet inspire the follies of a queen. 
Or tune thine ear to soothing adulation. 
Suspend awhile the privilege of pow r 
To hear the voice of Truth ; dismiss thy train. 
Shake off th' incumbrances of state a moment. 
And lay the towering sultaness aside, 

[Irene signs to her Attendants to retire. 
While I fortel thy fate : that office done, — 
No more I boast th' ambitious name of friend. 
But sink among thy slaves without a murmur. 
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IRENE. 

Did r^al diadems invest my brow. 

Yet should my soul, still faithful to her choice. 

Esteem Aspasia's breast the noblei^t kingdom. 

ASPASIA. 

The soul, once tainted with so foul a crime. 

No more shall glow with friendship's hallow'd ardour : 

Those holy Beings, whose superior care 

Guides erring mortals to the paths of virtue, 

AflGrighted at impiety like thine, 

Resign their charge to baseness and to ruin. 

IRENE. 

Upbraid me not with fancied wickedness ; 

I am not yet a queen or an apostate. 

But should I sin beyond the hope of mercy. 

If, when religion prompts me to refuse. 

The dread of instant death restrains my tongue ? 

ASPASIA. 

y Reflect that life and death, affiscting sounds ! 
Are only varied modes of endless being ; 

- Reflect that life, like every other blessings 
Derives its value from its use alone ; 
Not for itself, but for a nobler end, 
Th' Eternal gave it, and that end is virtue. 
When inconsistent with a greater good. 
Reason commands to cast the less away : 
Thus life, with loss of wealth is well preserved. 
And virtue cheaply sav'd with loss of life. 
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IRENE. 

If built on settled thought, this constancy 
Not idly flutters on a boastM tongue, 
Why, when destruction rag'd around bur walls, 
Why fled this haughty heroine from the battle ? 
Why then did not this warlike Amazon 
Mix in the war, and shine among the heroes ? 

ASPASIA. 

Heav n, when its hand pour'd softness on our limbs, 
Unfit for toil, and polish'd into weakness. 
Made passive fortitude the praise of woman : 
Our only arms are innocence and meekness. 
Not then with raving cries I filled the dty ; 
But, while Demetrius, dear lamented name ! 
Pour'd storms of fire upon our fierce invaders, 
Implor'd th* Eternal Pow*r to shield my country. 
With silent sorrows, and with calm devotion. 

IRENE. 

O ! did Irene shine the queen of Turkey, 

No more should Greece lament those pray'rs rejected; 

Again should golden splendor grace her cities. 

Again her prostrate palaces should rise. 

Again her temples sound with holy musick : 

No more should danger fright, or want distress 

The smiling widows, and protected orphans. 

ASPASIA. 

Be virtuous ends pursu'd by virtuous means. 
Nor think th' intention sanctifies the deed : 
That maxim, published in an impious age, 
Would loose the wild enthusiaat to destroy. 
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And fix the fierce usurper's bloody title ; 
Then Bigotry might send her slaves to war. 
And bid success become the test of truth : 
Unpitying massacre might waste the world. 
And persecution boast the call of Heaven. 

IRENE. 

Shall 1 not wish to cheer afflicted kings. 
And plan the happiness of mourning millions ? 

A8PASIA. 

.Dream not of pow r thou never canst attain : 
When social laws first harmoniz'd the world, 
Superior man possessed the charge of rule. 
The scale of justice, and the sword of power, 
Nor left us aught but flattery and state. 

IRENE. 

To me my lover's fondness will restore 
Whate'er man's pride has ravish'd from our sex. 

ASPASIA. 

When soft security shall prompt the Sultan, 
Freed from the tumults of unsettled conquest. 
To fix his court, and regulate his pleasures, 
Soon shall the dire seraglio's horrid gates 
Close like th' eternal bars of death upon thee. 
Immur'd, and buried in perpetual sloth. 
That gloomy slumber of the stagnant soul. 
There shalt thou view from far the quiet cottage. 
And sigh for cheerfiil poverty in vain ; 
There wear the tedious hours of life away, 
Beneath each curse of unrelenting Heav'n, 
Despair and slav'ry, solitude and guilt. 
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IRENE. 

There shall we find the yet untasted bliss 
Of grandeur and tranqniUity combinU 

ASP ASIA, 

Tranquillity and guilt, disjoin'd by Heaven, 
Stm stretch in vain their longing arms a&r; 
Nor dare to pass tb' insuperable bound. 
Ah ! let me rather seek the convent s cell; 
There when my thoughts, at interval of prayer. 
Descend to range these mansions of misfortune^ 
Oft' shall I dwell on our disastrous fiiendship. 
And shed the pitying tear for lost Irene^ 

IRENE. 

Go, languish on in duU obscurity; 
Thy dazzled soul, with a]l its boasted greatness. 
Shrinks at th' o'erpow'ring gleams of r^al state, . 
Stoops from the blaze like a degetierate eagle, 
And flies for shelter to the shades of life.^ 

ASPASIA. 

On me should Frovidencci without a crime, 

The weighty charge of royalty confer ; 

Call me to civilize the Rm»ian wilds, 

Or bid soft science polish Britain's heroes : 

Soon should'st thou see, how £dse thy weak reproach. 

My bosom feels, enkindled from the sky,. 

The lambent flames of mild benevolence, 

Untouch'd by fierce ambition's raging fires. 

VOL. I. T 
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IRENE. 

Ambition is the stamp impress'd by HeaVn 
To mark the noblest minds ; inth active heat 
Informed, they mount the precipice of pow'r. 
Grasp at command, and tow'r in quest of empire ; 
While vul^r souls compassionate their cares, 
Gaze at their height,- and tremble at their danger : 
Thus meaner spirits with amazement mark 
The varying seasons, and revolving skies, 
And ask, what guilty FowVs rebellious hand 
Rolls with eternal toil the pond'rous orbs ; 
While some archangel, nearer to perfection. 
In easy state presides o'er all their motions. 
Directs the planets with a careless nod. 
Conducts the sun, and regulates the spheres. 

ASFASIA. 

Well tnay^t thou hide in labyrinths of sound 

The cause that (Shrinks from Heascm's powerful voice. 

Stoop from thy flight, trace back th' entangled 

thought. 
And set the glitt 'ring fallacy to view. 
Not pow'r I blame, but po^v^r obtained by crime ; 
Angelick greatness is angelick virtue. 
Amidst the glare of courts^ the shout of artnres. 
Will not th' apostate feel the pangs of guilt. 
And wish, too late, for innocence and peace. 
Curst as the tyrant of th' infematl realms^ 
With gloomy state and agonizing pomp ? 
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SCENE IX. 

IRENE, ASPA8IA5 MAID. 
MAID. 

A Turkish stranger, of majestick mien, 
Asks at the gate admission to Aspasia; 
Commissioned, as he says, hy Cali Bassa* 

IRENE. 

Whoe er thou art, or whatsoe'er thy message, [jAsidef. 
Thanks for this kind relief — ^Widi speed admit him* 

ASPASIA. 

He comes, perhaps, to separate us for ever ; 
When I am gone, remember, O ! remember. 
That none are great, or happy, but the virtuQUs* 

[^Eant Irene ; enter DepaetriwK. 

SCENE X. 

ASPASIA, DEMETRIUS. 
DEMETEltJS. 

'Tis she — my hope, my happiness, my love ! 
Aspasia ! do I once again behold thee? 
StiU, still the same — unclouded by misfortune ! 
Let my blest eyes for ever gaze 

ASPASIA. 

Demetrius ! 
T 2 
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DJiMETRIUS. 

Why does the hlood forsake tHy lovely cheek ? 
Why shoots this chUness through thy shaking nerves ? 
Why does thy soul retire into herself? 
Kecline upon my breast thy sinking beauties : 
Revive — Revive to freedom and to love, 

ASPASIA. 

What well-known voice pronounc'd the grateful 

sounds 
iE^reedom and love ? Alas ! I 'm all confusion^ 
Ui midden mist o'ercasts my darkened soul ;. 
The present, past, and future, swim before me, 
, Lost in a wild perplexity of joy. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Such ecstacy of love, such pure affection,- 
What worth can ntierit ? or wh^t faith reward ? 

ASPASIA. 

A thousand thoughts^ imperfect and distracted. 
Demand a voice, and struggle into birth ; 
A thousand questions press upon my tongue. 
But all give way to rapture and Demetrius. 

DEMETllIUS. 

O say, bright Being, in this age of absence. 

What fears, what griefs, what dangers, hast thou 

known? 
Say, how the tyrant threaten'd, flattered, sigh'd ! 
Say, how he threaten'd, flatter'd, sigh'd in vain ! 
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Say, how the hand of Violence was rais'd ! 

Say, how thou p^ll'dst in tearjs upon Deipetrius ! ^ 

A$PASIA, 

.Inform ine rather how thy happy courage 
Stemmed in the breach the deluge of destruction. 
And pass'd uniiyur*d through the walks pf death. . . 
Did savage anger and licentious conquest 
Behold the hero with Aspasia'^ eyes? 
And, thus protected in th^ gen'ral ruiii, ' •" \ 

say, what guardian pow'r convey 'd thee hither, 

PEMETBIUS. 

Such strange events, such unexpected -phances,, . ' ; 
Beyond my warmest hope, or wildest wishes, 
Concurred to give me to Aspasia's arms, 

1 stand amaz'd, and ask, if yet I clasp thee. 

ASPASIA. 

Sure Heaven (for wonders are not wrought in vain !) 
That joins us thus, will never part us more. 



SCENE XI. 

DEMETRIUS, ASPASIA, ABDAJahA, 

ABDALLA. 

It parts you now — The hasty Sultan sign'd 
The laws unready and flies to his Irene. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Fix'd and intent on his Irene's charms,- 
He envies none the converse of AsfKuna. 
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ABDALLA. 

Aspasia's absence will inflame suspicion ; 
She cannot, must not» shall not, linger here ; 
Prudence and Friendship bid me force her from you. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Force her ! profane her with a touch, and die ! 

ABDALLA. 

^is Greece, 'tiii I^ti^oin, calls Aspasia hence ; 
Yoiir careless IdVe betrays your country's cailse. 



DEMETillUS. 



If we must j^ftrt- 



ASPASIA. 

No ! let us die together^ 

Pemethius, 
If we must part 

ABDALLA. 

Dispatch ; th* encreasing danger 
Will not admit a lover's long farewell. 
The long-drawn intercourse of sighs and kisses. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Then — my Fair, t cannot bid thee go. 

Receiye her, and protect her, gracious Heav'n ! 

Yet let me watch her dear departing steps. 

If Fate pursues me, let it find me here. 
Reproach not, Greece, a lover s fond delays. 
Nor think thy caus^ tiisglected while I ga^e ; 
New force, new courage, from eadi glanbe I gaih> 
And find mar pasfiddtts not infms'd in vain^ {^Ea}euivl. 
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SCENE I. 

DEMETRIUS, ASPASIA, cntcr OS toUdng. 

ASPASIA. 

Enough — resistless Reason calms my 8oul«-« 
Approving Justice smiles upon your cause. 
And Nature's rights entreat th' asserting sword. 
Yet, when your hand is lifted to destroy. 
Think, hut excuse a woman's needless caution,— 
Purge well thy mind from ev'ry private passion. 
Drive infrest, love, and vengeance, from thy thoughts, 
Fill all thy ardent kreast with Greece and Virtue, 
Then strike secure, and Heaven assist the blow ! 

DEMETRIUS. 

Thou kind assistant of my better angel. 
Propitious guide of my bewilder'd soul. 
Calm of my cares, and guardian of my virtue ! 

ASPASIA. 

My soul, first kindled by thy bright example 

To noble thought and gen'rous emulation. 

Now but reflects those beams that flow'd from thee. 

DEMETRIUS. 

With native lustre and unborrowed greatness. 
Thou shin'st, bright maid, superior to distress.; 
Unlike the trifling race of vulgar beauties. 
Those glitt'ring dew-drops of a vernal mom, 
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That spread their colours to the genial heam. 
And sparkling quivei: to thp breath of May ; 
But, when the tempest with sonorous wing 
Sweeps o'er the grove, forsake the lab'ring bough. 
Dispersed in air, or mingled with the dust. 

ASPASIA. 

Forbear this triumph — still new conflicts wait us. 
Foes unforeseen, and dangers unsuspected. 
Oft' when the fierce besiegers' eager host 
Beholds the fainting garrison retire. 
And rushes joyful to the naked wall. 
Destruction flashes from th' insidious mine. 
And sweeps th' exulting conqueror away. 
Perhaps in vain the Sultan's anger spar'd me. 
To find a meaner fate from treach'rous friendship — 
Abdalla! ^ 

DEMETRIUS^ 

Can Abdalla then dissemble ! 
That fiery chief, renown'd for gen'roud freedom^ 
For zeal unguarded, undissembled hate^ 
For daring truth, and turbulence of honour I 

ASPASIA. 

This open friend, this undesigning hero. 

With noisy falsehoods forc'd me from your arms^ 

Tq shock my virtue with a tale of love. 

DEMETRIUS, 

Did not the cause of Greece restrain my sword, 
Aspasia should not fear a second insult* 

ASPASIA. 

His pride and Iqve by turns inspir'd his tongue. 
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And intermixed my praise^ wifh his own ; 
His wealth, his rank, his honours^ he recounted. 
Till, in the midst of arrogance and fondness, ^ 
Th* approaching Sultan forc'd me from the palace } 
Then, while he gaz^d upon his yielding mistress, 
I stole unheeded from their ravish'd eyes. 
And sought this happy grove in quest of thee. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Soon may the final stroke decide our fate. 
Lest baleful discord crush our infant schemCj^ 
And strangled freedom perish in the birth ! 

ASPASIA. 

My bosom, harassed with alternate passions. 
Now hopes, now fears — 

DEMETRIUS. 

Th* anxieties of love. 

ASPASIA. 

Think how the Sovereign Arbiter of kingdoms 
Detests thy false associates' black deisigtis. 
And frowns on perjury, revenge, and murder. 
Emba^k'd with treason on the seas of fate. 
When Heaven shall bid the swelling billows rage. 
And point vindictive lightnings at rebellion, 
Will not the patriot share the traitor's danger? 
Oh could thy hand unaided free thy country. 
Nor mingled guilt pollute the sacred cause ! 

DEMETRIUS. 

Permitted oft, though not inspired by Heavet, 
Successful treasons punish impious kings* 
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ASPASIA. 

Nor end my terrors ^th the Sultan's deatli ; 
Far as futurity's untravell'd waste 
Lies open to conjecture's dubious ken. 
On ev'ry side confusion, rage, and death. 
Perhaps the phantoms of a woman's fear. 
Beset the treacherous way with fatal ambush ; 
Each Turkish bosom bums for thy destruction. 
Ambitious Call dreads the statesman's arts. 
And hot Abdalla hates the happy lover. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Capricious man ! to good and ill inconstant. 
Too much to fear or trust is equal weakness. 
Sometimes the wretch, unaw'd by Heaven or Hell, 
With mad devotion idolizes honour. 
The Bassa, reeking with his master's murder. 
Perhaps may start at violated friendship. 

ASPASIA. 

How soon, alas ! will int'rest, fear, or envy, 
O'erthrow such weak, such accidental virtue. 
Nor built <m faith, nor fortiJSed by conscience ! 

DEMETRIUS. 

When desp'rate ills demand a speedy cure. 
Distrust is cowardice, and prudence folly. 

ASPASIA. 

Yet think a moment, ere you court destruction : 
What hand, when death has snatch'd away Demetrius, 
Shall guard Aspam from triumphant lust. 
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DEMETRHTS. 



Dismiss these needless fears — a troop of Greeks, 
Well known, long try'd^ expect us on the shore. 
Borne on the surface of the smiling deep. 
Soon shalt thou scorn, in safety^s arms repos'd, 
Abdalla's rage and Cali's strati^ems. 

ASPASIA. 

Still, still, distrust sits heavy on my heart. 
Will e'er an happier hour revisit Greece ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Should Heav'n, yet unappeas'd, refuse its aid. 
Disperse our hopes, and firustrate our designs. 
Yet shall the conscience of the great attempt . 
Diflfuse a hrightness o er our future days; 
Nor \nll his country's groans reproach Demetrius. 
But how canst thou support the woes of exile ? 
Canst thou forget hereditary splendours. 
To live ohscure upon a foreign coast. 
Content with science, innocence, and love ? 

ASPASIA. 

Nor wealth, nor titles, make Aspana's Uiss. 
O'erwhelm'd and lost amidst the publio ruins, 
Unmov'd I saW the glitt'ring trifles perish. 
And thought the petty dross beneath a sigh. 
Cheerful I follow to the rural cell ; 
Love be my wealth, and my distinction virtue. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Submissive, and prepared for each event. 
Now let us wai^ the last award of Heav'n, 
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Secure of happiness from flight or conquest. 
Nor fe^r the fair and leam'd can want protection. 
The mighty Tuscan courts the hanish'd arts 
To kind Italians hospitahle shades ; 
There $hall soft leisure wing th' excursive soul. 
And Peace propitious smile on fond desire ; 
There shall despotic Eloquence resume 
Her antient empire o^ the yielding heart ; 
There Poetry shaU/une her sacred voice, • 
And wake iirom ignorance the Western world. 

SCENE II. 

DEMETRIUS, ASPASIA, CALL 
CALL 

At len^h th* unwilling sun resigns the world 
To silence and to rest. The hours of darkness. 
Propitious hours to stratagem and death. 
Pursue the last remains of lingering light. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Count not these hours as parts of vulgar time. 
Think them a sacred treasure lent hy Heaven, 
Which, squandered hy neglect, or fear, or folly, 
No prayer recalls, no diligence redeems^ 
To-morrow's dawn shall see the Turkish king 
Stretched in the dust, or tow'ring on his throne ; 
To-morrow's dawn shall see the mighty Cali 
The sport of tyranny, or lord of nations. 

CAtL 

Then waste no longer these important moments 
In soft endearments, and in gentle murmurs ; 
Nor lose in love the patriot and the hero. 
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DEMETRIUS. 

' Tis love combined with guilt alone, that melts 
The soften'd soul to cowardice and sloth ; 
But virtuous passion prompts the gi'eat resolve. 
And fans the slumbering spark of heavenly fire. 
Retire, my Fair ; that Pow^r that smiles on goodness 
Guide all thy steps, calm ev'ry stormy thought^ 
And still thy bosom with the voice of peace i 

ASPASIA. 

Soon may we meet again, secure and free. 

To feel no more the pangs of separation ! \_Emt. 

DEMETRIUS, CALI« ^ 

DEMETRIUS. 

This night alone is ours — Oiir mighty foe. 
No longer lost in am rous solitude. 
Will now remount the slighted seat of empire. 
And shew Irene to the shouting people : 
Aspasia left her sighing in his arms, . 
And listening to the pleasing tale of pow'r ; 
With soften'd voice she dropp'd the faint refusal, 
Smiling consent she sat, and blushing love. 

CALL 

Now, tyrant, with satiety of beauty 

Now feast thine eyes, thine eyes that ne'er hereafter 

Shall dart their am'rous glances at the fair, 

Or glare on Cali with malignant beams. 
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SCENE III. 

DEMETBIUS, CALI, LEONTIUS, ABDALLA. 

LEONTIUS, 

Our bark nnseen has reach'd th' appointed bay, 
And where yon trees wave o'er the £>aming surge 
Reclines against the shore : our Grecian troop 
Extends its lines along the sandy beach, 
Elate with hope, and panting for a foe. 

ABDALLA. 

The /av'ring winds assist the great design. 
Sport in our sails, and murmur o'er the deep. 

CALJ. 

' Tis well — ^A single blow completes our wishes ; 
Return with speed, Leontius, to your charge ; 
The Greeks, disordered by their leader's absence. 
May droop dismay'd, or kindle into madness. 

LEONTIUS. 

Suspected still ! — What villain's pois'nous tongue 
Dare join Leontius' name with fear or falsehood ? 
Have I for this preserv'd my guiltless bosom. 
Pure as the thoughts of infant innocence ? 
Have I for this defy'd the chiefs of Turkey, 
Intrepid in the flaming front of war ? 
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CALL 

Hast thou not searched my soul's profimndest thoughts? 
Is not the fate of Greece and Call thine ? 

LEONTIUS. 

Why has thy choice then pointed out Leontius, 

Unfit to share this night's illustrious toils ? 

To wait remote from action, and from honour, 

An idle listener to the distant cries 

Of slaughtered infidels, and dash of swords ? 

Tell me the cause, that while thy name, Demetrius^ 

Shall soar triumphant on the wings of Glory, 

Despis'd and curs'd, Leontius must descend 

Through hissing ages, a proverbial coward. 

The tale of women, and the scorn of fools ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Can brave Leontius be the slave of Glory ? 
Glory, the casual gift of thoughtless crowds 1 
Glory, the bribe of avaricious virtue ! 
Be bat my country free, be thine the praise ; 
I ask no witness, but attesting conscience. 
No records, but the records of the sky. 

LEONTIUS. 

Wilt thou then head the troop upon the shore. 
While I destroy th' oppressor of mankind ? 

DKMETBIUS. 

What canst thou boast superior to Demetrius ? 
Ask to whose sword the Greeks will trust their cause. 
My name shall echo through the shouting field : 
Demand whose force yon Turkish heroes dread. 
The shuddering camp shall murmur out Demetrius. 
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CALI- 

Miist Greece, still wretched by her children's folly^ 
For ever mourn their avarice or factions ? • 
Demetrius justly pleads a double title ; 
The lover's interest aids the patriot's claim. 

I.EONTIUS# 

My pride shall ne'er protract my country's woes; 
Succeed, my friend, unenvied by Leontius, 

DEMETRIUS^ 

L feel new spirit shoot along my nerves. 
My soul expands to meet approaching freedom. 
Now hover o'er us with propitious wings, 
Ye sacred shades of patriots and of mart3rrs I 
All ye, whose blood tyrannick rage efl^s'd^ 
Or persecution drank, attend our call ; 
And from the mansions of perpetual peace 
Descend> to sweeten labours once your Qwn 1 

CAtr. 
Go then, and with united eloquence 
Confirm your troops; and when the moon's fair beam 
Plays on the quiv'ring waves, to guide our flight. 
Return, Demetrius, and be free for ever. 

lExeunt Dem. and Leon« 

SCENE IV. 

CALI, ABDALLA. 
ABDALLA. 

I- 

How the new monarch, swell'd with airy rule, 
Looks down, contemptuous, from his fancy'd height. 
And utters fate, unmindful of Abdalla ! 
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CALL 

Far be such black ingratitude from Cali ! 
When Asians nations own me for their lord, 
Wealth, and command, and grandeur, shall be thine ! 

ABDALLA. 

Is this the recompense reserved for me ? 
Dar'st thou thus dally with Abdalla's passion ? 
Henceforward hope no more my slighted friendship. 
Wake from thy dream of power to death and tortures. 
And bid thy visionary throne farewell. 

CALL 

Name, and enjoy thy wish — 

ABDALLA. 

I need not name it ; 
Aspasia's lovers know but one desire, 
Nor hope, nor wish, nor live, but for Aspasia. 

CALL 

That fatal beauty plighted to Demetrius 
Heaven makes not mine to give. 

ABDALLA. 

Nor to deny. 

CALL 

Obtain her, and possess ; thou know'st thy rival. 

ABDALLA. 

Too well I know him, since on Thracia's plains 

I felt the force of his tempestuous arm. 

And saw my scattered squadrons fly before him. 

VOL. I. u 
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Nor will I trust th' uncertain chance of combat ; 
The rights of princes let the sword decide, 
The petty claims of empire and of honour : 
Revenge and subtle jealousy shall teach 
A surer passage to his hated heart. 

CALL 

O spare the gallant Greek, in him we lose 
The politician's arts, and hero's flame, 

ABDALLA. 

When next we meet before we storm the palace. 
The bowl shall circle to confirm our league ; 
Then shall these juices taint Demetrius' draught, 

[shewing a phial. 
And stream destructive through his freezing veins : 
Thus shall he live to strike th' important blow, 
And perish ere he taste the joys of conquest. 

SCENE V. 

MAHOMET, MUSTAPHA, CALI, ABDALLA. 

MAHOMET. 

Henceforth for ever happy be this day^ 

Sacred to love, to pleasure, and Irene ! 

The matchless fair has bless'd me with compliance ; 

Let every tongue resound Irene's praise. 

And spread the general transport through mankind. 

CALL 

Blest prince, for whom indulgent Heav'n ordains 
At once the joys of paradise and empire, 
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Now join thy people's and thy Call's prayers ; 
Suspend thy passage to the seats of bliss^ 
Nor wish for Houries in Irene's arms. 

MAHOMET. 

Forbear — I know the long-try'd faith of Cali. 

CALL 

ph ! could the eyes of kings, like tho«e of Heaven, 
Search to the dark recesses of the soul, 
Oft would they find ingratitude and treason. 
By smiles, and oaths, and praises, ill disguis'd. 
How rarely would they meet, in crowded courts. 
Fidelity so firm, so pure, as mine. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Yet, ere we give our loosen'd thoughts to rapture. 
Let prudence obviate an impending danger : 
Tainted by sloth, the parent of sedition. 
The hungry Janizary burns for plunder. 
And growls in private o'er his idle sabre. 

MAHOMET. 

To still their murmurs, ere the twentieth sun 

Shall shed his beams upon the bridal bed, 

T rouze to war, and conquer for Irene. 

Then shall the Rhodian mourn his sinking tow'rs. 

And Buda fall, and proud Vienna tremble : 

Then shall Venetia feel the Turkish pow'r. 

And subject seas roar round their queen in vain. 

ABDALLA. 

Then seize fiiir Italy's delightful coast, 

To fix your standard in imperial Rome. 

u 2 
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MAHOMET. 

Her sons malicious clemency shall spare. 

To form new legends, sanctify new crimes^ 

To canonize the slaves of superstition, 

And fill the world with follies and impostures. 

Till angry Heav'n shall mark them out for ruin. 

And war o'erwhelm them in their dream of vice. 

O, could her fabled saints and boasted prayers 

Call forth her ancient heroes to the field, 

How should I joy, 'midst the fierce shock of nations. 

To cross the tow'rings of an equal soul, 

And bid the master genius rule the world ! 

Abdalla, Cali, go — proclaim my purpose. 

{^Exeunt Cali and Abdalla. 

SCENE VI. 

MAHOMET, MUSTAPHA. 
MAHOMET. 

Still Cali lives : and must he live to-morrow ? 
That fawning villain's forced congratulittions 
Will cloud my triumphs, and pollute the day. 

MUSTAPHA. 

With cautious vigilance, at my command. 
Two faithful captains, Hasan and Caraza, 
Pursue him through his labyrinths of treason. 
And wait your summons to report his conduct. 

MAHOMET. 

Call them, but let them not prolong their tale. 
Nor press too much upon a lover's patience. 

[Eant Mustapha. 
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SCENE VII. 



MAHOMET, solus. 

Whome'er the hope, still blasted, still renew'd. 
Of happiness lures on from toil to toil, 
Remember Mahomet, and cease thy labour. 
Behold him here, in love, in war, successful. 
Behold him wretched in his double triumph ; 
His fav nte faithless, and his mistress base. 
Ambition only gave her to my arms. 
By reason not convinced, nor won by love. 
Ambition was her crime ; but meaner foUy 
Dooms me to loath at once, and doat on falsehood. 
And idolize th' apostate I contemn. 
If thou art more than the gay dream of fancy. 
More than a pleasing sound without a meaning, 
O happiness ! sure thou art all Aspasia's. 

SCENE VIII. 

MAHOMET, MUSTAPHA, HASAN, CARAZA. 

MAHOMET. 

Caraza, speak — ^have ye remark'd the Bassa ? 

CARASA. 

Close, as we might unseen, we watch'd his steps : 
His hair disordered, and his gait unequal. 
Betrayed the wild emotions of his mind. 
Sudden he stops, and inward turns his eyes, 
Absorb d in thought; then, starting from his trance. 
Constrains a sullen smile, and shoots away. 
With him Abdalla we beheld — 
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MUSTAPHA. 

Abdalla ! 

MAHOMET. 

He wears of late resentment on his brow, 
Deny*d the government of Servia's province. 

CARAZA. 

We mark'd him storming in excess of fiiry, 
And heard, within the thicket that conceal'd us. 
An undistinguish'd sound of threatening rage. 

MUSTAPHA. 

How guilt, once harbour'd in the conscious breast. 
Intimidates the brave, degrades the great ; 
See Cali, dread of kings, and pride of armies. 
By treason levell'd with the dregs of men ! 
Ere guilty fear depressed the hoary chief. 
An angry murmur, a rebellious frown. 
Had stretched the fiery boaster in the grave. 

MAHOMET. 

Shall monarchs fear to draw the sword of justice, 
Aw'd by the crowd, and by their slaves restrain'd? 
Seize him this night, and through the private passage 
Convey him to the prison's inmost depths, 
Reserv'd to all the pangs of tedious death. 

lEa:euni Mahomet and Mustapha^ 



( 
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SCENE IX. 

HASAN, CARAZA. 
HASAN. 

Shall then the Greeks, unpunished and conceal'd. 
Contrive perhaps the ruin of our empire. 
League with our chiefs, and propagate sedition ? 

CARAZA. 

Whate'er their scheme, the Bassa's death defeats it. 
And gratitude's strong ties restrain my tongue. 

HASAN. 

What ties to slaves ? what gratitude to foes ? 

CARAZA. 

In that hlack day when slaughtered thousands fell 
Around these fatal walls, the tide of war 
Bore me victorious onward, where Demetrius 
Tore unresisted from the giant hand 
Of stem Sebalias the triumphant crescent. 
And dash'd the might of Asam from the^ramparts. 
There I became, nor blush to make it known. 
The captive of his sword. The coward Greeks, 
Enrag'd by wrongs, exulting with success, 
Doom'd me to die with all the Turkish captains ; 
But brave Demetrius scorn 'd the mean revenge. 
And gave me life. — 

HASAN. 

Do thou repay the gift. 
Lest unrewarded mercy lose its charms. 
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Profiise of wealth, or bounteous of success, 
When Heav'n bestows the privilege to bless.; 
Let no weak doubt the gen'rous hand restrain. 
For when was pow'r beneficent in vain ? 

Exeunt. 



■Ml 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

ASPASiA, sola. 
In these dark moments of suspended fate. 
While yet the future fortune of my country 
Lies in the womb of Providence conceal'd. 
And anxious angels wait the mighty birth ; 
O grant thy sacred influence, pow'rful Virtue ! 
Attentive rise, survey the fair creation. 
Till, conscious ofth' encircling deity. 
Beyond the mists of care thy pinion tow'rs. 
This calm, these joys, dear Innocence ! are thine : 
Joys ill exchang'd for gold, and pride, and empire. 

\JEnter Irene and Attendants* 

SCENE II. 
ASPASiA, IRENE, and Attendants. 

IRENE. 

See how the Moon through all th' unclouded sky 
Spreads her mild radiance, and descending dew» 
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Revive the languid flow'rs ; thus Nature shone 
New from the Maker's hand, and fair array'd 
In the bright colours of primaeval spring ; 
When purity, while fraud was yet unknown, 
Play'd fearless in th' inviolated shades. 
This elemental joy, this gen ral calm. 
Is sure the smile of unoflfended Heav'n. 
Yet! why— 

MAID. 

Behold, within th' embow'ring grove 
Aspasia stands — 

IRENE. 

With melancholy mien, 
Pensive, and envious of Irene's greatness. 
Steal unperceiv'd upon her meditations — 
But see, the lofty maid, at our approach. 
Resumes th' imperious air of haughty Virtue. 
Are these th' unceasing joys, th' unmingled pleasures 

[ To Aspasia. 
For which Aspasia scom'd the Turkish crown ? 
Is this th' unshaken confidence in Heav'n ? 
Is this the boasted bliss of conscious Virtue ? 
When did Content sigh out her cares in secret ? 
When did Felicity repine in deserts ? 

ASPASIA. 

Ill suits with guilt the gaieties of triumph ; 
When daring Vice insults eternal Justice, 
The ministers of wrath forget compassion. 
And snatch the flaming bolt with hasty hand. 
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IRENE. 

Forbear thy threats, proud Prophetess of iH, 
Vers'd in the secret counsels of the sky. 

ASPASIA. 

Forbear ! — But thou art sunk beneath reproach ; 
In vain affected raptures flush the cheek. 
And songs of pleasure warble from the tongue, 
When fear and anguish labour in the breast. 
And all within is darkness and confusion. 
Thus on deceitful Etna's flow'ry side 
Unfading verdure glads the roving eye ; 
While secret flames, with unextinguish'd rage, 
Insatiate on her wasted entrails prey. 
And melt her treach rous beauties into ruin. 

\, Enter Demetrius. 



SCENE III. 

ASPASIA, IRENE, DEMETRIUS. 
DEMETRIUS. 

Fly, fly, my Love ! destruction rushes on us. 
The rack expects us, and the sword pursues. 

ASPASIA. 

Is Greece delivered ? is the tyrant fall'n ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Greece is no more ; the prosperous tyrant lives. 
Reserved for other lapds, the iscourge of Heav'n. 
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ASPASIA. 

Say by what fraud, what force, were you defeated ? 
Betray'd by falsehood, or by crowds o'erbome ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

The pressing exigence forbids relation. 
Abdalla 

ASPASIA. 

Hated name ! his jealous rage 
Broke out in perfidy — Oh ! curs'd Aspasia, 
Bom to complete the ruin of her country ! 
Hide me, oh hide me from upbraiding Greece ; 
Oh, hide me from myself! 

DEMETRIUS. 

Be fruitless grief 
The doom of guilt alone, nor dare to seize 
The breast where Virtue guards the throne of Peace. 
Devolve, dear maid, thy sorrows on the wretch. 
Whose &ar, or rage, or treachery, betray us ! 

IRENE, . aside. 
A private station may discover more ; 
Then let me rid them of Irene's {nresence ; 
Proceed, and give a loose to love and treason. 

[ Withdraws. 

ASPASIA. 

Yet tell. 

DEMETRIUS. 

To lell or hear were waste of life. 
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ASPASIA. 

The life, which only this design supported. 
Were now well lost in hearing how you fail'd. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Or meanly fraudulent or madly gay, 
Abdalla, while we waited near the palace. 
With ill-tim'd mirth propos'd the bowl of love. 
Just as it reached my lips, a sudden cry 
Urg'd me to dash it to the ground untouched. 
And seize my sword with disencumber'd hand. 

ASPASIA. 

What cry ? The stratagem ? Did then Abdalla — 

DEMETRIUS. 

At once a thousand passions fir'd his cheek ! 
Then all is past, he cry'd — and darted from us ; 
Nor at the call of Cali deign'd to turn. 

ASPASIA. 

Why did you stay, deserted and betray 'd ? 
What more could force attempt, or art contrive ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Amazement seiz'd us, and the hoary Bassa 
Stood torpid in suspense ; but soon Abdalla 
Returned with force that made resistance vain. 
And bade his new confederates seize the traitors. 
Cali disarm'd was borne away to death ; 
Myself escap'd, or favour'd, or neglected, 

AS^PASIA. 

O Greece ! renown'd for science and for wealth. 
Behold thy boasted honours snatch'd away. 
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DEMETRIUJS. 

Though disappointment bla^tToi* general scheme. 
Yet much remains to hope. 1 shall not call 
The day disastrous that secures our flight ; 
Nor think that effort lost which rescues thee. 

lEnter Abdalla. 

SCENE IV. 

IRENE, ASPASIA, DEMETRIUS, ABDALLA. 

ABDALLA. 

At length the prize is mine — ^The haughty maid 
That bears the fate of empires in her air, 
Henceforth shall live for me ; for me alone 
Shall plume her charms, and, with attentive watch. 
Steal from Abdalla's eye the sign to smile. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Cease this wild roar of savage exultation ; 
Advance, and perish in the frantic boast. 

ASPASIA. 

Forbear, Demetrius, 'tis Aspasia calls thee ; 
Thy love, Aspasia, calls ; restrain thy sword ; 
Nor rush on useless wounds with idle courage. 

DEMETRIUS. 

What now remains ? 

ASPASIA. 

It now remains to fly ! 
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DEMETRIUS. 



Shall then the savage live, to boast his insult ; 
Tell how Demetrius shunn'd his single hand. 
And stole his Hfe and mistress from his sabre ? 



ABDALLA. 



Infatuate loiterer, has Fate in vain 
Unclasp'd his iron gripe to set thee free ? 
Still dost thou flutter in the jaws of death ; 
Snar'd with thy fears, and maz'd in stupefaction ? 



DEMETRIUS. 



Forgive, my Fair ; 'tis life, 'tis nature, calls : 
Now, traitor, feel the fear that chills my hand. 



ASPASIA. 



'Tis madness to provoke superfluous danger, 
And cowardice to dread the boast of folly. 



ABDALLA. 



Fly, wretch, while yet my pity grants thee flight ; 
The power of Turkey waits upon my call. 
Leave but this maidy resign a hopeless claim. 
And drag away thy life in scorn and safety. 
Thy life, too mean a prey to lure Abdalla. 



DEMETRIUS. 



Once more I dare thy sword ; behold the prize. 
Behold I quit her to the chance of battle. 

^Quitting Aspasia. 
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ABDALLA.' 

Well may'st thou call thy master to the combat. 
And try the hazard, that hast nought to stake ; 
Alike my death or thine is gain to thee ; 
But soon thou shalt repent : another moment * 
Shall throw th' attending Janizaries round thee. 

lEwit hastily Abdalla. 

SCENE V. 

ASPASIA, IRENE, DEMETRIUS. 

IRENE. 

Abdalla fails ; now, Fortune, all is mine. , [^Jtside. 
Haste, Murza, to the palade, let the Sultan 

[To one of her Attendants. 
Dispatch his guards to stop the flying traitors. 
While I protract their stay; Be swift and faithfiik 

lEmt Murziai 
This lucky stratagem shall charm the Sultan, [^Aside. 
Secure his confidence, and fix his love; 

DEMETRIUS. 

Behold a boaster's worth ! Now snatch, my fair. 
The happy moment ; hasten to the shore, 
Ere he return with thousands at his side. 

ASPASIA. 

In vain I listen to th' inviting call 
Of freedom and of love ; my treftibling joints, 
Relax'd with fear, refuse to bear me forward. 
Depart, Demetrius, lest my fiite involve thee ; 
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Forsake a wretch abandon'd to despair, 
To share the miseries herself has caused. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Let us not struggle with th' eternal will, 
Nor languish o'er irreparable ruins ; 
Come, haste and live — Thy innocence and truth 
Shall bless our wand'rings, and propitiate Heav n. 

IRENE. 

Press not her flight, while yet her feeble nerves 
Refuse their office, and uncertain life 
Still labours with imaginary woe ; 
Here let me tend her with officious care. 
Watch each unquiet flutter of the breast. 
And joy to feel the vital warmth return. 
To see the cloud forsake her kindling cheek, 
And hail the rosy dawn of rising health. 

ASPASIA. 

Oh ! rather, scornful of flagitious greatness, 
Resolve to share our dangers and our toils. 
Companion of our flight, illustrious exile. 
Leave slavery, guilt, and infamy behind. 

IRENE. 

My soul attends thy voice, and banish'd Virtue 
Strives to regain her empire of the mind : 
Assist her efforts with thy strong persuasion ; 
Sure 'tis the happy hour ordain'd above. 
When vanquish'd Vice shall tjrrannize no more. 

DEMETRIUS. 

Remember peace and anguish are before thee. 
And honour and reproach, and Heav'n and Hell. 
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ASPASIA. 

Content with freedom, and precarious greatness. 

DEMETRIUS- 

Now make thy choice, while yet the pow'r of choice 
Kind Heav'n affords thee, and inviting Mercy 
Holds out her hand to lead thee back to truth. 

IRENE. 

Stay — ^in this dubious twilight of conviction. 
The gleams of reason, and the clouds of passion. 
Irradiate and obscure my breast by turns ; 
Stay but a moment, and prevailing truth 
Will spread resistless light upon my soul. 

DEMETRIUS. 

But since none knows the danger of a moment. 
And Heav'n forbids to lavish life away. 
Let kind compassion terminate the contest 

Iseiziri^ her hand 
Ye Christian captives, follow me to freedom : 
A galley waits us, and the winds invite. 

IRENE. 

Whence is this violence ? 

DEMETRIUS. 

Your calmer thought 
Will teach a gentler term. 

IRENE. 

Forbear this rudeness. 
And learn the rev'rence due to Turkey's Queen : 
Fly, slaves, and call the Sultan to my rescue. 

VOL. I. X 
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DEMETRIUS. 

Farewell, unhappy maid : may every joy 

Be thine, that wealth can give, or guilt receive ! 

ASPASIA. 

And when, contemptuous of imperial pow'r. 
Disease shall chase the phantoms of ambition, 
May penitence attend thy mournful bed, 
And wing thy latest prayer to pitying Heav'n ! 
\^Exeunt D.em. Asp. with part of the Attendants. 



SCENE VI. 

{^Ieene walks at a distance from her Attendants. '\ 

After a pause. 

Against the head, which innocence secures. 

Insidious Malice aims her darts in vain, 

Tum'd backwards by the pow'rful breath of Heav'n. 

Perhaps even now the lovers unpursu'd 

Bound o'er the sparkling waves. Go, happy bark. 

Thy sacred freight shall still the raging main. 

To guide thy passage shall th' aerial spirits 

Fill all the starry lamps with double blaze ; 

Th' applauding sky shall pour forth all its beams. 

To grace the triumph of victorious virtue ; 

While I, not yet familiar to my crimes. 

Recoil from thought, and shudder at myself. 

How am I chang'd ! How lately did Irene 

Fly from the busy pleasures of her sex. 

Well pleas'd to search the treasures of Temembrance^ 
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And live her guiltless moments o'er anew ! 
Come, let us seek new pleasures in the palace, 

[ To her Attendants^ goin^ off. 
Till soft fatigue invite us to repose. 



SCENE VII. 

[Enter Mustapha, meeting and stopping her.'] 

MUSTAPHA. 

Fair Falsehood, stay. 

IRENE. 

What dream of sudden power 
Has taught my slave the language of command ? 
Henceforth he wise, nor hope a second pardon. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Who calls for pardon from a wretch condemn'd ? 

IRENE. 

Thy look, thy speech, thy act;ion, all is wildness — 
Who charges guilt on me ? 

MUSTAP:^A. 

Who charges guilt ! 
Ask of thy heart ; attend the voice of Conscience — 
Who charges guilt ! lay by this proud resentinent 
That fires thy cheek, and elevates thy mien, 
Nor thus usurp the dignity of virtue. 
Review this day. 

IRENE. 

Whate'er thy accusation, 
The Sultan is my judge. 

X 2 
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MUSTAPHA. 

That hope is past ; 
Hard was the strife of justice and of love ; 
But now 'tis o'er, and justice has prevail'd. 
Know'st thou not Call? know'st thou not Demetrius? 

IRENE. 

Bold slave, I know them both — I know them traitors. 

MUSTAPHA. 

Perfidious! — yes — too well thou know'st them 
traitors. 

IRENE. 

Their treason throws no stain upon Irene. 
This day has prov'd my fondness for the Sultan ; 
He knew Irene's truth. 

MUSTAPHA. 

The Sultan knows it. 
He knows how near apostacy to treason — 
But 'tis not mine to judge — I scorn and leave thee. 
I go, lest vengeance urge my hand to blood. 
To blood too mean to stain a soldier's sabre. 

[Exit Mustapha. 

IRENE, to her Attendants. 

Go, blust'ring slave — He has not heard of Murza. 
That dext'rous message frees me from suspicion. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Enter Hasan, Caraza, with Mtdes, who throw 
the black robe upon Irene, and sign to her At- 
tendants to withdraw. 

HAS AN. 

Forgive, fair Excellence, th' unwilling tongue. 
The tongue, that, forc'd by strong necessity. 
Bids beauty, such as thine, prepare to die. 

IRENE. 

What wild mistake is this ! Take hence with speed 
Your robe of mourning, and your dogs of death. 
Quick from my sight, you inauspicious monsters. 
Nor dare henceforth to shock Irene's walks. 

HASAN. 

Alas ! they come commanded by the Sultan, 
Th' unpitying ministers of Turkish justice. 
Nor dare to spare the life his frown condemns. 

IRENE. 

Are these the rapid thunderbolts of war. 
That pour with sudden violence on kingdoms. 
And spread their flames resistless, o'er the world? 
What sleepy charms benumb these active heroes. 
Depress their spirits, and retard their speed ? 
Beyond the fear of ling'ring punishment, 
Aspasia now within her lover's arms 
Securely sleeps, and in delightful dreams 
Smiles at the thrcat'nings of defeated rage. 
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CARAZA. 

We come, bright Virgin, though relenting Nature 
Shrinks at the hated task, for thy destruction. 
When sumtnon'd by the Sultan's clam'rous fury. 
We ask'd with tim'rous tongue th' offender's name. 
He struck his tortur'd breast, and roar'd, Irene. 
We started at the sound, again enquired ; 
Again this thund'ring voice returned, Irene. 

IRENE. 

Whence is this rage? what barVrous tongue has 

wrong'd me ? 
What fraud misleads him ? or what crimes incense ? 

HASAN. 

Expiring Cali nam*d Irene's chamber, 
The place apjpointed for his master's death.^ 

IRENE. 

Irene's chamber ! From my faithful bosom 
Far be the thought — But hear my protestation. 

CARAZA, 

'Tis ours, alas ! to punish, not to judge, 

Not caird to try the cause, we heard the sentence, 

Ordain'd the mournful messengers of death. 

IRENE. 

Some ill-designing statesman's base intrigue ! 
Some cruel stratagem of jealous beauty ! 
Perhaps yourselves the villains that defame me. 
Now haste to murder, ere returning thought 
Recall th' extorted doom. It must be so : 



A TRAGEDY. 311 

Confess your crime, or lead me to the Sultan ; 
There dauntless truth shall hlast the vile accuser ; 
Then shall you feel what language cannot utter, 
Each piercing torture, ev'ry change of pain. 
That vengeance can invent, or pow'r inflict. 

l^nter Abdalla : fie stops short and listens. 

SCENE IX, 

IRENE, HASAN, CARAZA, ABDALLA. 
ABDALLA, USide. 

All is not lost, Abdalla ; see the queen. 
See the last witness of thy guilt and fear 
Enrob'd in death — Dispatch her, and be great. 

CARAZA. 

Unhappy fair ! compassion calls upon me 
To check this torrent of imperious rage ; 
While unavailing anger crowds thy tongue 
With idle threats and fruitless exclamation. 
The fraudful moments ply their silent wings. 
And steal thy life away. Death's horrid angel 
Already shakes his bloody sabre o'er thee. 
The raging Sultan bums till our return. 
Curses the dull delays of ling'ring mercy, 
And thinks his fatal mandates ill obey'd. 

ABDALLA. 

Is then your sov'reign's life so cheaply rated. 
That thus you parly with detected treason ? 
Should she prevail to gain the Sultan's presence. 
Soon might her tears engage a lover's credit ; 
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Perhaps her malice might transfer the charge ; 
Perhaps her pois'nous tongue might blast Abdalla. 

IRENE, 

let me but be heard, nor fear from me 
Or flights of pow'r, or projects of ambition. 
My hopes, my wishes, terminate in life, 
A little life, for grief, and for repentance. 

ABDALLA. 

1 mark'd her wily messenger afar, 

And saw him skulking in the closest walks : 

I guess'd her dark designs, and wam'd the Sultao, 

And bring her former sentence new confirmed. 

HASAN. 

Then call it not our cruelty, nor crime ; 
Deem us not deaf to woe, nor blind to beauty. 
That thus constrain'd we speed the stroke of death. 

[Beckons the Mutes. 

IRENE. 

O, name not death ! Distraction and amazement. 
Horror and agony, are in that sound ! 
Let me but live, heap woes on woes upon me. 
Hide me with murd'rers in the dungeon's gloom. 
Send me to wander on some pathless shore. 
Let shame and hooting infamy pursue me. 
Let slav'ry harass, and let hunger gripe. 

CARAZA. 

Could we reverse the sentence of the Sultan, 
Our bleeding bosoms plead Irene's cause. 
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But cries and tears are vain ; prepare with patience 
To meet that fate we can delay no longer. 

[ The Mutes at the sign lay hold of her. 

ABDALLA. 

Dispatch, ye ling'ring slaves ; or nimbler hands. 
Quick at my call, shall execute your charge ; 
Dispatch, and learn a fitter time for pity. 

IBENE. 

Grant me one hour, O grant me but a moment. 
And bounteous Heav'n repay the mighty mercy 
With peaceful death, and happiness eternal. 

CARAZA. 

The prayer I cannot grant — I dare not hear. 

Short be thy pains. [^Signs again to tJie Mutes, 

IRENE. 

Unutterable anguish ! 
Guilt and Despair, pale spectres ! grin around me. 
And stun me with the yellings of damnation ! 
O, hear my pray'rs ! accept, all-pitying Heav'n, 
These tears, these pangs, these last remains of life ; 
Nor let the crimes of this detested day 
Be charged upon my soul. O, mercy ! mercy ! 

\^Mutes force her otU. 

SCENE X. 

ABDALLA, HASAN, CARAZA. 
ABDALLA, O^ide. 

Safe in her death, and in Demetrius' flight, 
Abdalla, bid thy troubled breast be calm. 
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Now shalt thou shine the darling of the Sultan, 
The plot all Cali's, the detection thine. 

HASAN to CARAZA. 

Does not thy bosom (for I know thee tender, 
A stranger to th' oppressor's savage joy,) 
Melt at Irene's fate, and share her woes? 

CARAZA. 

Her piercing cries yet fill the loaded air. 
Dwell on my ear, and sadden all my soul. 
But let us try to clear our clouded brows, 
And tell the horrid tale with chearful face ; 
The stormy Sultan rages at our stay. 

ABDALLA. 

Frame your report with circumspective art : 
Inflame her crimes, exalt your own obedience ; 
But let no thoughtless hint involve Abdalla. 

CARAZA. 

What need of caution to report the fate 

Of her the Sultan's voice condemned to die ? 

Or why should he, whose violence of duty 

Has serv'd his prince so well, demand our silence ? 

ABDALLA. 

Perhaps my zeal too fierce betray'd my prudence ; 
Perhaps tny warmth exceeded my commission ; 
Perhaps I will not stoop to plead my cause. 
Or argue with the slave that sav'd Demetrius, 

CARAZA. 

From his escape learn thou the pow'r of virtue ; 
Nor hope his fortune, while thou want'st his worth. 
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HASAN. 

The Sultan comes, still gloomy, still enraged. 

SCENE XI. 

HASAN, CARAZA, MAHOMET, MUSTAPHA. 

ABDALLA. 

MAHOMET. 

Where 's this &ir trait'ress ? Where 's this smiling 

mischief, 
Whom neither vows could fix, nor favours bind ? 

HASAN. 

Thine orders, mighty Sultan ! are perform'd. 
And all Irene now is breathless clay. 

MAHOMET. 

Your hasty zeal defrauds the claim of lustice. 

And disappointed vengeance bums in vain. 

I came to heighten tortures by reproach. 

And add new terrors to the face of death. 

Was this the maid whose love I bought with empire? 

True, she was fair; the smile of innocence 

Play'd on her cheek — So shone the first apostate 

Irene's chamber ! Did not roaring Cali, 

Just as the rack forc'd out his struggling soul. 

Name for the scene of death Irene's chamber ? 

MUSTAPHA. 

His breath prolong'd but to detect her treason. 
Then in short sighs forsook his broken frame. 
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MAHOMET. 

Decreed to perish in Irene's chamber*! 
There had she lull'd me with endearing falsehoods^ 
Clasp'd in her arms, or slumb'ring on her breast, 
And bar'd my bosom to the ruffian's dagger. 



SCENE( IV. ) ViT 

HASAN, CARAZA, MAHOMET, MUSTAPHA, 

MURZA, ABDALLA. 

MURZA. 

Forgive, great Sultan ! that, by fate prevented, 
I bring a tardy message from Irene. 

MAHOMET. 

Some artful wile of counterfeited love ! 
Some soft decoy to lure me to destruction ! 
And thou, .the curs'd accomplice of her treason. 
Declare thy message, and expect thy doom. 

MURZA. 

The queen requested that a chosen troop 
Might intercept the traitor Greek, Demetrius, 
Then ling'ring with his captive mistress here. 

MUSTAPHA. 

The Greek Demetrius ! whom th' expiring Bassa 
Declar'd the chief associate of his guUt ! 

MAHOMET. 

A chosen troop — to intercept — Demetrius — 

The queen requested — ^Wretch, repeat the messagd; 

And, if one varied accent prove thy fa,lsehood. 
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Or but one moment's pause betray confusion. 
Those trembling limbs — Speak out, thou shiv'ring 
traitor. 

MURZA. 

The queen requested 

MAHOMET. 

Who ? the dead Irene ? 
Was she then guiltless ! has my thoughtless rage 
Destroyed the fairest workmanship of Heav n ! 
Doom'd her to death unpity'd and unheard. 
Amidst her kind solicitudes for me ! 
Ye slaves of cruelty, ye tools of rage, 

[ To Hasan and Caraza. 
Ye blind officious ministers of folly. 
Could not her charms repress your zeal for murder ? 
Could not her pray'rs, her innocence, her tears. 
Suspend the dreadful sentence for an hour ? 
One hour had freed me from the fatal error ! 
One hour had sav'd me from despair and madness. 

CARAZA. 

Your fierce impatience forc'd us from your presence, 
Urg'd us to speed, and bade us banish pity, 
Nor trust our passions with her fatal charms. 

« 



MAHOMET. 

What hadst thou lost by slighting those commands ? 
Thy life perhaps— Were but Irene spar'd. 
Well if a thousand lives like thine had perish'd ; 
Such beauty, sweetness, love, were cheaply bought 
With half the grov'ling slaves that load the globe. 
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MITSTAPHA. 

Great is thy woe ! But think, illustrious Sultan^ 
Such ills are sent for souls like thine to conquer. 
Shake off this weight of unavailing grief, 
Rush to the war, display thy dreadful banners. 
And lead thy troops victorious round the world. 

MAHOMET. 

Robb'd of the maid with whom I wish'd to triumph. 
No more I bum for fame, or for dominion ; 
Success and conquest now are empty sounds, 
Remorse and anguish seize on all my breast; 
Those groves, whose shades embowejr'd the dear Irene, 
Heard her last cries, and fann'd her Aying beauties. 
Shall hide me from the tasteless world for ev^. 

[Mahomet goes back, and returns. 

Yet, ere I quit the sceptre of dominion. 

Let one just act conclude the hatefiil day. 

Hew down, ye guards, those vassals of distraction, 

[^Pointing to Hasan and Caraza. 

Those hounds of blood, that catch the hint to kill ; 
Bear off with eager haste th' unfinisih'd sentence. 
And speed the stroke, lest mercy should overtake theni. 

CARAZA. 

Then hear, great Mahomet, the voice of truth. 

MAHOMET. 

Hear, shall I hear thee ! didst thou hear Irene ? 

CARAZA. 

Hear but ja mpsieiLt . 
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MAHOMET. 

Hadst thou heard a moment. 
Thou might' st have liv'd, for thou hadst spar'd Irene. 

CARAZA. 

I heard her, pitied her, and wish'd to save her. 

MAHOMET. 

And wish'd — be still thy fate to wish in vain. 

CARAZA. 

I heard, and soften'd, till Abdalla brought 
Her final doom, and hurried her destruction. 

MAHOMET. 

Abdalla brought her doom ! Abdalla brought it ! 
The wretch, yrhose guilt, declar'd by tortur'd Cali, 
My rage and grief had hid from my remembrance : 
Abdalla brought her doom ! 

HASAN. 

Abdalla brought it. 
While yet she begg'd to plead her cause before thee. 

MAHOMET. 

seize me. Madness — Did she call on me ! 

1 feel, I see the ruffian's barb'rous rage. 
He seiz'dher melting in the fond appeal. 

And stopp'd the heatv'nly voice that call'd on me. 
My spirits fail, awhile support me. Vengeance — 
Be just, ye slaves ; and, to be just, be cruel ; 
Contrive new racks, imbitter ev'ry pang. 
Inflict whatever treason can deserve. 
Which murder'd innocence that call'd on me. 

[Exit Mahomet ; Abdalla is dragged off. 
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SCENE XIII. 

HASAN, CARAZA, MUSTAPHA, MURZA. 
MUSTAjc»HA to MURZA. 

What plagues, what tortures, are in store for thee. 
Thou sluggish idler, dilatory slave ! 
Behold the model of consummate beauty, 
Tom from the mourning earth by thy neglect. 

MURZA. 

Such was the will of Heav'n — A band of Greeks 
That mark'd my course, suspicious of my purpose, 
Rush'd out and seiz'd me, thoughtless and unarmed, 
Breathless, amaz'd, and on the guarded beach 
Detained me, till Demetrius set me free. 

MUSTAPHA. 

So sure the fall of greatness, rais'd on crimes ! 

So fix'd the justice of all conscious Heav'n ! 
When haughty guilt exults with impious joy. 
Mistake shall blast, or accident destroy ; 
Weak man with erring rage may throw the dart. 
But Heav'n shall guide it to the guilty heart. 



EPILOGUE. 

BY SIR WILLIAM YONGE. 

Maury a Turk ! a haughty, tyrant king ! 
Who thinks us women bom to dress and sing 
To please his fancy ! see no other man ! 
Let him persuade me to it — ^if he can : 
Besides, he has fifty wives, and who can bear 
To have the fiftieth part her paltry share ? 

'Tis true, the fellow's handsome, straight, and tall. 
But how the devil should he please us all ! 
My swain is little — true — ^but, be it known. 
My pride 's to have that little all my own. 
Men will be ever to their errors blind. 
Where woman 's not allow'd to speak her mind. 
I swear this Eastern pageantry is nonsense. 
And for one man — one wife's enough of conscience. 

In vain proud man usurps what 's woman's due ; 
For us alone, they honour's paths pursue : 
Inspif d by us, they glory's heights ascend ; 
Woman the source, the object, and the end. 
Though wealth, and powV, and glory, they receive. 
These are all trifles to what we can give. 
For us the statesman labours, hero fights. 
Bears toilsome days, and wakes long tedious nights ; 
And, when blest peace has silenc'd war's alarms^ 
Keceives his full reward in Beauty's arms. 

vol.. I. Y 
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PROLOGUE. 

SPOKEN BY MR. GAERICK, APRIL 5, 1750, 
BEFORE THE MASQUE OF COMUS, 

Acted at Drury-Lanb Theatre, for the Benefit of Mil • 

ton's Grand-daughter*. 

Ye patriot crowds, who bum for England's fame. 

Ye nymphs, whose bosoms beat at Milton's name, 

Whose gen rous zeal, unbought by flatt nng rhymes. 

Shames the mean pensions of Augustan times ; 

Immortal patrons of succeeding days, 

Attend this prelude of perpetual praise ; 

Let wit, condemn'd the feeble war to wage 

With close malevolence, or publick rage. 

Let study, worn with virtue's fruitless lore. 

Behold this theatre, and grieve no more. 

This night, distinguished by yoiu- smiles, shall tell 

That never Britain can in vain excel ; 

The slighted arts futurity shall trust. 

And rising ages hasten to be just. 

At length our mighty bard's victorious lays 
Fill the loud voice of universal praise ; 
And baffled spite, with hopeless anguish dumb. 
Yields to renown the centuries to come ; 

* See Life of Milton. 
Y 2 
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With ardent haste each candidate of fame. 
Ambitious, catches at his tow'ring name ; 
He sees, and pitying sees, vain wealth bestow 
Those pageant honours which he scom'd below. 
While crowds aloft the laureat bust behqld. 
Or trace his form on circulating gold. 
Unknown, unheeded, long his offspring lay. 
And want hung threat ning o'er her slow decay. 
What though she shine with no Miltonian fire. 
No fav'ring Muse her morning dreams inspire? 
Yet softer claims the melting heart engage. 
Her youth laborious, and her blameless age ; 
Hers the mild merits of domestic life. 
The patient sufferer, and the faithful wife. 
Thus, grac'd with humble virtue's native charms. 
Her grandsire leaves her in Britannia's arms ; 
Secure with peace, with competence, to dwell,^ 
While tutelary nations guard her cell. 
Yoiurs is the charge, ye fair, ye wise, ye brave ! 
'Tis yours to crown desert — ^beyond the grave. 



PROLOGUE 

TO THE COMEDY OF 

THE GOOD-NATURED MAN, 1769. 

Prest by the load of life, the weary mind 
Surveys the gen'ral toil of human kind. 
With cool submission joins the lab 'ring train^ 
And social sorrow loses half its pain : 
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Our anxious bard without complaint may share 

This bustling season's epidemick care ; 

Like Caesar's pilot dignify'd by Fate, 

Tost in one common storm with all the great ; 

Distrest alike the statesman and the wit. 

When one a Borough courts, and one the Pit. 

The busy candidates for power and fame 

Have hopes, and fears, and wishes, just the same; 

Disabled both to combat or to fly. 

Must hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 

Uncheck'd on both loud rabbles vent their rage. 

As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 

Th' offended burgess hoards his angry tale, 

For that blest year when all that vote may rail ; 

Their schemes of spite the poet's foes dismiss. 

Till that glad night when all that hat6 may hiss. 

" This day the powder'd curls and golden coat," 
Says swelling Crispin, " begg'd a cobler's vote." 
This night oiu: wit," the pert apprentice cries. 
Lies at my feet ; I hiss him, and he dies." 
The great, 'tis true, can charm th' electing tribe ; 
The bard may supplicate, but cannot bribe. 
Yet, judg'd by those whose voices ne er were sold. 
He feels no want of ill-persuading gold ; 
But, confident of praise, if praise be due. 
Trusts without fear to merit and to you. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE COMEDY OF 

A WORD TO THE WISE* 

SPOKEN BY MB. HULL, 

This night presents a play which public rage, 
Or right, or %vrong, once hooted from the stage f . 
From zeal or malice, now no more we dread. 
For English vengeance wars not with the dead. 
A gen'rous foe regards with pitying eye 
The man whom fate has laid where all must lie. 

To wit reviving from its author's dust 
Be kind, ye judges, or at least be just. 
For no renew'd hostilities invade 
Th' dblivious grave's inviolable shade. 
Let one great payment ev'ry claim appease. 
And him, who cannot hurt, allow to please ; 
To please by scenes unconscious of offence, 
By harmless merriment, or useful sense. 
Where aught of bright or fair the piece displays. 
Approve it only — *tis too late to praise. 
If want of skill or want of care appear. 
Forbear to hiss — the poet cannot hear. 
By all like him must praise and blame be found. 
At best a fleeting gleam, or empty sound. 

* Performed at Co vent-garden theatre in 1777, for the benefit 
of Mrs. Kelly, widow of Hugh Kelly, Esq. (the author of the 
play) and her children. 

f Upon the first representation of this play, 1770, a party 
assembled to damn it, and succeeded. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 327 

Yet then shall calm reflection bless the night. 
When liberal pity dignify'd delight ; 
When Pleasure fir'd her torch at Virtue's flame. 
And Mirth was Bounty with an humbler name. 



SPRING. 



AN ODE. 



Stern Winter now, by Spring repressed. 

Forbears the long-continued strife ; 
And Nature on^er naked breast 

Delights to catch the gales of life. 
Now o'er the rural kingdom roves 

Soft pleasure with the laughing train. 
Love warbles in the vocal groves. 

And vegetation plants the plain. 
Unhappy! whom to beds of pain. 

Arthritic* tyranny consigns ; 
Whom smiling nature courts in vain. 

Though rapture sings and beauty shines. 
Yet though my limbs disease invades. 

Her wings Imagination tries, 
And bears me to the peaceful shades. 

Where 's humble turrets rise. 

Here stop, my soul, thy rapid flight. 

Nor from thy pleasing groves depart, 
Where first great Nature charm'd my sight. 

Where Wisdom first informed my heart. 

* Tlie author being ill of the gout* 
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Hiere let me through the vales pursue 

A guide — a father— and a friend. 
Once more great Nature's works renew, 

Once more on Wisdom's voice attend. 
From false caresses, causeless strife. 

Wild hope, vain fear, alike remov'd ; 
Here let me learn the use of life. 

When best enjoy 'd — ^when most improved. 
Teach me, thou venerable bower. 

Cool meditation's quiet seat. 
The gen'rous scorn of venal power. 

The silent grandeur of retreat. 
When pride by guilt to greatness climbs, 

Or raging factions rush to war. 
Here let me learn to shun the crimes 

I can't prevent, and will not share. 
But lest I fall by subtler foes. 

Bright Wisdom, teach me Curio's art. 
The swelling passions to compose. 

And quell the rebels of the heart. 



MIDSUMMER, 



AN ODE. 



O Phcebus ! down the western sky, 
Far hence diffiise thy burning ray. 

Thy light to distant worlds supply. 
And wake them to the cares of day. 
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Come, gentle Eve, the friend of care, 

Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night ! 
Refresh me with a cooling air, 

And cheer me with a lamhent light. 
Lay me, where o'er the verdant ground 

Her living carpet Nature spreads ; 
AVhere the green hower with roses crown'd, 

In showers its fragrant foliage sheds ; 
Improve the peaceful hour with wine. 

Let musick die along the grove ; 
Around the bowl let myrtles twine. 

And ev'ry strain be tun'd to love. 
Come, Stella, queen of all my heart ! 

Come, bom to fill its vast desires ! 
Thy looks perpetual joys impart. 

Thy voice perpetual love inspires. 
Whilst all my wish and thine complete. 

By turns we languish and we bum. 
Let sighing gales our sighs repeat. 

Our murmurs — murmuring brooks retum. 
Let me, when nature calls to rest. 

And blushing skies the mom foretel. 
Sink on the down of Stella's breast. 

And bid the waking world farewell. 



AUTUMN, 

AN ODE. 

Alas ! with swift and silent pace. 
Impatient Time rolls on the year ; 

The seasons change, and Nature's face 
Now sweetly smiles, now frowns severe. 
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'Twas Spring, 'twas Summer, all was ggy^ 

Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow ; 
The flowers of S{»ing are swept away. 

And Summer-fruits desert the bough. 
The verdant l^ves that play'd on high, 

And wantoned on the western breeze. 
Now trod in dust neglected lie. 

As Boreas strips the bending trees. 
The fields that wav'd with golden grain. 

As russet heaths, are wild asid bare ; 
Not moist widi dew, but drenched with rain. 

Nor health, nor pleasure, wanders there. 
. No more while through the midnight shade. 

Beneath the moon's pale orb I stray, 
Soft pleasing woes my heart invade. 

As Progne pours the melting lay. 
From this capricious clime she soars, . 

Oh ! would some god but wings supply ! 
To where each mom the Spring restores. 

Companion of her flight I 'd fly. 
Vain wish ! me fate compels to bear 

The downward season's iron reign. 
Compels to breathe polluted air. 

And shiver on a blasted plain. 
What bliss to life can Autumn yield. 

If glooms, and showers, and storms prevail ; 
And Ceres flies the naked field, 

And flowers, and fruits, and Phoebus fail ? 
Oh ! what remains, what lingers yet. 

To cheer me in the darkening hour ! 
The ^ape remains! the friend H)f wit, 

In love, and mirth, of mighty power. 
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Haste — press the dusters^ fill the bowl ; 

ApoUo ! shoot thy parting ray : 
This gives the sunshine of the soul. 

This god of health, and verse, and day. 
Still — still the jocund strain shall flow. 

The pulse with vigorous rapture beat ; 
My Stella with new charms shall glow, ^^ 

And ev ry bliss in wine shall meet. 



WINTER. 

AN ODE. 

No more the mom, with tepid rays. 

Unfolds the flower of various hue ; 
Noon spreads no more the genial blaze. 

Nor gentle eve distils the dew. 
The ling'ring hours prolong the night. 

Usurping Darkness shares the day ; 
Her mists restrain the force of light. 

And Phoebus holds a doubtful sway. 
By gloomy twiHght half reveald. 

With sighs we view the hoary hill. 
The leafless wood, the naked field. 

The snow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 
No musick warbles through the grove. 

No vivid colours paint the plain ; 
No more with devious steps I rove 

Through verdant paths now sought in vain. 
Aloud the driving tempest roars, 

Congeal'd, impetuous showers descend ; 
Haste, close the window, bar the doors. 

Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 



332 MISCELLANEOUS POEMSU 

In nature's aid let art supply 

With light and heat ray little sphere ; 
Rouze, rouze the fire, and pile it high. 

Light up a constellation here. 
Let musick sound the voice of joy, 

Or mirth repeat the jocund tale ; 
Let Love his wanton wiles employ. 

And o'er the season wine prevail. 
Yet time life's dreary winter brings 

When Mirth's gay tale shall please no more ; 
Nor musick charm — though Stella sings ; 

Nor love, nor wine, the spring restore. 
Catch, then. Oh ! catch the transient hour. 

Improve each moment as it flies ; 
Life's a short summer — man a flower : 

He dies —alas ! how soon he dies ! 



THE WINTER'S WALK. 

Behold, my fair, where'er we rove. 

What dreary prospects round us rise ; 
The naked hill, the leafless grove. 

The hoary ground, the frowning skies ! 
Nor only through the wasted plain. 

Stem Winter ! is thy force confess'd ; 
Still wider spreads thy horrid reign, 

I feel thy power usurp my breast. 
Enlivening hope, and fond desire. 

Resign the heart to spleen and care ; 
Scarce frighted Love maintains her fire. 

And rapture saddens to despair. 
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In groundless hope, and causeless fear, 

-Unhappy man! behold thy doom ; 
Still changing with the changeful year, 

The slave of sunshine and of gloom, 
Tir'd with vain joys, and false alarms. 

With mental and corporeal strife. 
Snatch me, my Stella, to thy arms. 

And screen me from the ills of life. * 



To Miss ***** 

ON HER GIVING THE AUTHOR A GOLD AND SILK 
NET-WORK PURSE OF HER OWN 

WEAVING. * 

Though gold and silk their charms unite 
To make thy curious web delight. 
In vain the varied work would shine. 
If wrought by any hand but thine ; 
Thy hand, that knows the subtler art 
To weave those nets that catch the heart. 

Spread out by me, the roving coin 
Thy nets may catch, but not confine; 
Nor can I hope thy silken chain 
The glitt 'ring vagrants shall restrain. 
Why, Stella, was it then decreed 
The heart once caught should ne'er be freed ? 

* Printed among Mrs. Williams's Miscellanies. 
'^ And hide me' from the sin^t of life. Ist edition. 
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To Miss ***** 

ON HEll PLAYING UPON THE HABPSICHORD IN A 
ROOM HUNG WITH FLOWER-PIECES 
OF HER OWN FAINJING,* 

When Stella strikes the tunefiil string 
In scenes of imitated Spring, 
Where Beanty lavishes her powers 
On beds of never-fading flowers. 
And pleasure propagates around 
Each charm of modulated sound ; 
Ah ! think not, in the dangerous hour, 
The Nymph fictitious as the flow'r ; 
But shun, rash youth, the gay alcove. 
Nor twnpt the snares of wily love. 

When charms thus press on ev'ry sense. 
What thought of flight, or of defence ? 
Deceitful hope, and vain desire. 
For ever flutter o'er her lyre. 
Delighting as the youth draws nigh. 
To point the glances of her eye. 
And forming with unerring art 
New chains to hold the captive heart. 

But on those regions of delight 
Might truth intrude with daring flight. 
Could Stella, spr^tly, &ir, and young. 
One moment hear the moral song. 
Instruction with her flowers might spring. 
And wisdom warble from her string. 

* Printed among Mrs. Williams's Miscellanies. 
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Mark, when from thousand mingled dyes 
Thou seest one pleasing form arise, 
How active light, and thoughtful shade, 
In greater scenes each other aid ; 
Mark, when the different notes agree 
In friendly contrariety. 
How passion's well-acLrded strife 
Gives all the harmony of life ; 
Thy pictures shall thy conduct frame. 
Consistent still, though not the same ; 
Thy music teach the nohler art. 
To tune the regulated heart. 



EVENING: AN ODE. 

* 

TO STELLA. 

Evening now from purple wings 
Sheds the grateAil gifts she Inings ; 
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead. 
Cooling breezes shake the reed ; 
Shake the reed, and curl the stream 
Silver'd o'er with Cynthia's beam ; 
Near the chequer'd, lonely grove. 
Hears, and keeps thy secrets. Love. 
Stella, thither let us stray. 
Lightly o'er the dewy way. 
Phoebus drives his burning car. 
Hence, my lovely Stella, £u* ; 
In his stead, the Queen of Night 
Round us pours a lambent light ; 
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« 

Light that seems but just to show 
Breasts that beat, and cheeks that glow. 
Let us now, in whisper'd joy. 
Evening's silent hours employ. 
Silence best, and conscious shades. 
Please the hearts that love invades. 
Other pleasures give them pain. 
Lovers all but love disdain; 



TO THE SAME. 

Whether Stella's eyes are found 
Fix'd on earth, or glancing round. 
If her face with pleasure glow. 
If she sigh at others woe, 
If her easy air express 
Conscious worth, or soft distress, 
Stella's eyes, and air, and face. 
Charm with undiminish'd grace. 

If on her we see display'd 
Pendant gems, and rich brocade. 
If her chintz with less expence 
Flows in easy negligence ; 
Still she lights the conscious flame. 
Still her charms appear the same ; 
If she strikes the vocal strings, 
If she 's silent, speaks, or sings. 
If she sit, or if she move. 
Still we love and still approve. 

Vain the casual, transient glance. 
Which alone can please by chance. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 337 

Beauty, which clej^ends on art, 
Changing with the changing heart. 
Which demands the toilet's aid. 
Pendant gems and rich brocade. 
I those charms alone can prize 
Which from constant nature rise. 
Which nor circumstance, nor dress, 
E er can make, or more, or less. 



TO A FRIEND. 

No more this brooding o'er yon heap. 
With Avarice painful vigils keep ; 
Still unenjoy'd the present store. 
Still endless sighs are breath'd for more. 
Oh ! quit the shadow, catch the prize. 
Which not all India's treasure buys ! 
To purchase Heaven has gold the power? 
Can gold remove Xhe mortal hour ? 
In life can love be bought with gold ? 
Are friendship's pleasures to be Isold 7 
No— all that 's worth a wish — a thought, 
Fair tirtue gives unbrib'd, uiibought. 
Cease then on trash thy hopes to bind, 
Let nobler views engage thy mind. 

With science tread the wond'rous way, 
Or learn the Muserf moral lay ; 
In social hours indulge thy soul. 
Where mirth and temperance mix the bowl ; 
VOL. I. z 
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To virtuous lore resign thy breast^ 
And be, by blessing beauty-ablest. 

Thus, taste the feast by nature spread. 
Ere youth and all its joys are fled ; 
Come taste with me the bahn of life. 
Secure from pomp, and vte»l&, and strife. 
I boast whate'er for manijms meant, 
In health, and Stella, and content ; 
And scorn ! oh ! let that scorn be thine ! 
Mere things of clay that dig the mine. 



STELLA IN MOURNING. 

When lately Stella's form displayed 

The beauties of the gay brocade, 

The nymphs, who found tibdr pow^r decline, 

Piroetaim-d her not so &b: as fine. 

'' Fate ! snatch away the bright disguise, 

And let the goddess trust her ^es/' 

Thus blindly pray'd the Fretfol Fair, 

And Fate malicious heard the pray'r ; 

But, brightai'd by the ssdile dress, 

As virtue rises in distress 

Since Stella still extends her reigb, 

All ! how shaU Envy spQth her pain ? 

Th' adoring Youth and envious Fair, 
Henceforth shall form one comi^oti prayer : 
And love and hate alike implore 
The skies—'VTliat Stdta vmiir* it&more.'' 
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TO STELLA. 

I 

Not the soft sighs of vernal gale^s. 
The fragrance of the flowery vales, 
The mucmurs of the crystal rill. 
The vocal grpve, the verdant hill ; 
Not all their charms, though all unite, 
Can touch my hosom with xlelight- 

Not all the gems pn India's shore. 

Not all Peru's unhounded store, 

Not all the power, nor all the faxne. 

That heroes, kings, or j[)oet8, cUipa ; 

Nor knowledge, yirhich the lewfi'^ ^prote ; 

To form one wi^h my cjoul <5W ^pwe. 

Yet nature's 4^£^rms allure my eyes, 
And knowle^e, wealth, and &me J:]mze, 
Fame, wealth, and knowledge, I dhtain. 
Nor seek I nature's charms in vain; 
In lovely Stella all combine ; 
And, lovely Stella ! thou art mine. 



z 2 
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VERSES 

WBITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF A GENTLEMAN 

TO WHOM A LADY HAD GIVEN 

A SPRIG OF MYRTLE*. 

What hopes, what terrors, does thy gift create ? 
Ambiguous emblem of uncertain fate ! 
The myrtle (ensign of supreme command. 
Consigned by Venus to Melissa's hand) 
Not less capricious than a reigning fair, • 
Oft favours, oft rejects, a lover's prayer. 
In myrtle shades oft sings the happy swain. 
In mjrrtle shades despairing ghosts complain. 
The myrtle crowns the happy lovers heads. 
The unhappy lovers graves the myrtle spreads. 
Oh ! then, the meaning of thy gifj; impart. 
And ease the throbbings of an anxious heart. 
Soon must this bough, as you shall fix its doom. 
Adorn Fhilander's head, or grai^e his tomb. 

♦ These verses were first printed in the Gentleman's Maga- 
zine for 17^8, p. 439, but were written many years earlier. Ele- 
gant as they are, Dr« Johnson assured me, they were composed 
in the short space of five minutes. N. 
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TO LADY FIREBRACE*. 

AT BURY ASSIZES. 

At length must Suffolk beauties shine in vain, 

So long renown'd in B ^ns deathless strain ? 

Thy charms at least, fair Firebrace, might inspire 
Some zealous bard to wake the sleeping lyre ; 
For, such thy beauteous mind and lovely fiiee, 
Thou seem'st at once, bright nymph, a Muse and 
Grace. 



TO LYCE, AN ELDERLY LADY. 

Ye nymphs whom starry rays invest. 

By flatt'ring poets given. 
Who shine, by lavish lovers drest. 

In all the pomp of Heaven ; 

Engross not all the beams on high. 

Which gild a lover's lays. 
But, as your sister of the sky. 

Let Lyce share the praise. 

* This lady was Bridget, third daughter of Philip Bacon, Esq. 
of Ipswich, and relict of Philip Evers, Esq. of that town. She 
became the second wife of Sir Cordell Firebrace, the last Baronet 
of that name (to whom she brought a fortune of £25,000), 
July 26, 1 737. Being again left a widow, in 1 759, she was a third 
time married, April 7» 1762, to William Campbell Esq. uncle to 
the late Duke of Argyle, and died July 3, 1782. 
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Her silver locks display the moon. 

Her brows a elottdy show, 
Strip'd rainbows round her eyes are seen. 

And show'rti from eifber flow. 

Her teeth the night with darkness dyes> 
She '6 staA'd with plinfles o'er ; 

Het toi^e like nimble Kghtning plie^^ 
And can with thunder roar. 

But some 2felinda9 while I sing^ 

Denies my Lyce shines ; 
And all the pens of Cupid's wing 

Attack my gentle lines. 

Yet, spite of fair Zelinda's eye, 

And all her bardls express^ 
My Lyce makes as good a sky. 

And I but flatter less. 



ON THE DEATH OF 

Mr. TIOBERT LEVET, 

A PRACTISER IN PHYSIC. 

Condemn D to Hope's delusive mine. 
As on w^ toil from day to day, 

By sudden blasts, or slow decline. 
Our social comforts drop away. 

Well try'd through many a varying year. 
See Levet to the grave descend. 

Officious, innocent, sincere. 

Of ev'ry friendless name the £riend. 
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Yet still he fills Affection's eye, 
Obscurely wise, and coarsely kind ; 

Nor, letter'd Arrogance, deny 
Thy praise to merit unrefin'd. 

When fainting nature call'd for aid. 
And hov*ring death prepared the blow. 

His vigorous remedy displayed 

The pow'r of art without the show* 

In misery's darkest cavern known, 

His useful care was ever nigh. 
Where hopeless anguish pour'd his groan, 

And lonely want retired to die. 

No summons mock'd by chill delay. 
No petty gain disdain'd by pride. 

The modest wants of ev'ry day 
The. toil of ev'ry day supply'd. 

His virtues walk'd their narrow round. 
Nor made a pause, nor left a void ; 

And sure the Eternal Master foimd 
The single talent well employ'd. 

The busy day — the peaceful night, 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by ; 
His frame was firm— his powers were bright, 

Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 

Then with no fiery throbbing pain. 

No cold gradations of decay. 
Death broke at once the vital chain. 

And freed his soul the nearest way. 
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EPITAPH ON CLAUDE PHILLIPS, 

AN ITINERANT MUSICIAN*. 

Phillips ! whose touch harmonious could remove 
The pangs of guilty pow'r, and hapless love. 
Rest here, distrest by poverty no more. 
Find here that calm thou gav'st so oft before ; 
Sleep undisturbed within this peaceful shrine. 
Till angels wake thee with a note like thine. 



EPITAPHIUMf 

IN 

THOMAM HANMER, Baronettum. 

Honorabilis admodum Thomas Han^mer, 

Baronettus, 
Wilhelmi Hanmer armigeri, 6 Peregin^ Henrici 

North 
De Mildenhall in Com. SufFoleiae Baronetti sorore 

et haerede, 

Filius ; 

Johannis Hanmer de Hanmer Baronetti 

Usres patruelis 
Antiquo gentis suss et titulo et patrimonio successit. 

* These lines are among Mrs. Williams's Miscellanies : they 
are nevertheless recognised as Johnson's in a memorandum of his 
hand-writing, and were probably written at her request. Phil- 
lips was a travelling fiddler up and down Wales, and was greatly 
celebrated for his performance; 

t At Hanmer church, in Flintshire. 
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* Duas uxores sortitus est ; 
Alteram Isabellam^.honore k patre derivato, de 

Arlington comitissam, 
Deind^ celsissimi principis ducis de Grafton viduam 

dotariam : 
Alteram Elizabetham Thomae Foulkes de Barton in 

Com. Sufi, armigeri 

Filiam et haredem. 

Inter humanitatis studia felicit^r enutritus, 

Omnes liberalium artium diseiplinas avid^ anipuit, 

Quas morum suavitate hand leviter omavit. 

Fostquam excessit ex ephebis, 

Continu6 inter populares suos fam^ eminens, 

£t comitatils sui legatus ad Parliamentum missus. 

Ad ardua regni negotia per annos prope triginta 

se accinxit : 
Cumque apud illos amplissimorum virorum ordines 

Solent nihil temer^ efintire, 

Sed prob^ perpensa disserts expromere, 

Orator gravis et pressus 

Non minus integritatis qukm eloquentiae kude 

commendatus, 
M({u^ omnium, utcunque inter se alioqui dissidentium, 

Auries atque animos attraxit. 
Annoque demum m.dcc.xiit, regnante Ann&, 
Felidssimae florentissimaeque memoriae reginA, 

Ad Prolocutoris cathedram 
Communi Senatils universi voce designatus est : 

Quod munus, 
Cum nullo tempore non difficile, • 
Tum illo certd, negotiis 
£t variis et lubricis et.implicatis difficillimum, 
Cum dignitate sustinuit. 
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Honores alios^ et omnia quas cdbi in hicnftn cederent 

munera^ 

SeduI6 ctetrectavit, 

Ut rei totus inserviret pubUca ; 

Justi rectique tenax, 

Et fide in patriam incoifupt^ notus. 

Ubi omnibus, quae virum civemque bonum decent, 

officiis satisfecisset, 
Faulatim se k publicis consiliis in otium recipiens. 

Inter literarum amoenitates, 

Inter ante-actas vitae baud insuaves reeordationes, 

Inter amicorum convictus et amplexus. 

Honorific^ consenuit ; 

£t bonis omnibus, quibus charissimus vixit, 

Desideratissimus obiit. 

Hie juxta cineres avi, suos condi voluit, et curavit 

Gulielmus Bunbury B"°» nepos et hasres, 

PARAPHEASE OF THE ABOVE EPITAPH. 
BY DR. JOHNSON*. 

Thou who survey'st these walls with curious eye. 
Pause at the tomb where Hanmeb's ashes lie ; 
His various worth through varied life attend, 
And learn his virtues while thou moum'st his end. 

His force of genius bum*d in early youth. 
With thirst of knowledge, and with love of truth ; 
His learning, join'd with each endearing art, 
Charm'd ev'ry ear, and gain'd on ev'ry heart. 

* This Paraphrase is inserted in Mrs. Williams's Miscellanies. 
The Latin is there said to be written by Dr. Freind. Of the 
person whose memory it celebrates^ a copious account may be 
seen in th« Appendix to the Supplement to the Biographia Bri* 
tannica. 
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Thus early fnse^ tif endangered realm to aid^ 
His country claQ^d him from the studious shade ; 
In life's first bloom his publick foils b^^. 
At once commene'd the i^enator and man. 

In business dext'rous^ weighty in debate. 
Thrice ten long years he labpur'd for the State ; 
In ev'ry speech persuasive wisdom flow*d, 
In ev'ry act tefulgent virtue glow'd : 
Suspended faction ceas'd from rage and strife. 
To hear his eloquence^ and praise his life« 

Resistless merit fix'd the Senate's choice. 
Who haird him Speaker with united voice. 
Illustrious age ! how bright thy glories shoue^ 
When Hanbieb fill'd the chair — and AsifE the 
throne ! 

Then when dark arts obscur'd each fierce debate. 
When mutual frauds perplex'd the maze of state. 
The moderator firmly mild appeared— 
Beheld with. love— ^with veneration heard. 

This task performed — ^he sought no gainful post. 
Nor wish'd to glitter at his country's cost : 
Strict on the right he fix'd his stead&st eye. 
With temperate zeal and wise anxiety ; 
Nor e'er from Virtue's paths was lur'd aside, 
To pluck the flowr's of pleasure, or of prida 
Her gifts despis'd. Corruption blush'd and fled, 
And Fame pursu'd him where Conviction led. 

Age call'd^ at length, his active mind to rest. 
With honour sated, and with cares opprest ; 
To letter'd ease retir'd, and honest mirth> 
To rural grandeur and domestic worth : 
Delighted still to please mankind, or mend. 
The patriot's fire yet sparkled in the friend. 
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Calm CoBScience, then, his former life surrey'd. 
And, recollected toils endear'd the shade, 
Till Nature call'd him to the gen'ral doom. 
And Virtue's sorrow dignified his tomb. 



^ 



> 



TO MISS HICKMAN* 

PLAYING ON THE SPINNET.. 

Bright Stella, form'd for universal reign. 
Too well you know to keep the slaves you gain ; 
When in your eyes resistless lightnings play, 
Aw'd into love our conquered hearts obey. 
And yield reluctant to despotic sway : 3 

But when your musick soothes the raging pain. 
We bid propitious Heav'n prolong your reign, ^ 
We bless the tyrant, and we -hug the chain^ j 

When old Tiinotheus struck the vocal string. 
Ambition's fury &'d the Grecian king: 
Unbounded projects lab'ring in his mind. 
He pants for room in one poor world confin d. 
Thus wak'd to rage, by musick's dreadful pow'r. 
He bids the sword destroy, the flame devour. 
Had Stella's gentle touches ihov'd the lyre. 
Soon had the monarch felt a nobler fire; 
No more delighted with destructive war. 
Ambitious only now to please the fair ; 
Resign'd his thirst of empire to her charms. 
And found a thousand worlds in Stella's^rms. 

♦ These lines, which have been communicated by Dr. Turton, 
son to Mrs. Turton, the lady to whom they are addressed by her 
maiden name of Hickman, must have been written at least as 
early as 1734, as that was the year of her marriage : at how much 
earlier a period of Dr. Johnson's life they may have been written, 
is not known. 
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" • "I 

PARAPHRASE of PROVERBS, Chaf. VI. 
Verses 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11. 

" Go to the Ant, thou Sluggard *." 

Turn on the prudent atit thy lieedfiil eyes, 
Observe her labours, sluggard, and be wise: 
No stem command, no monitory voice. 
Prescribes her dutieis, or directs her choice ; 
Yet, timely provident, she hastes away. 
To snatch the blessings of the plenteous day; 
When fruitful summer loads the teeming plain. 
She crops the harvest, and she stores the grain. 
How long shall Sloth usurp thy useless houni, 
Unneyrve thy vigour, and enchain thy pow'rs? 
While artful shades thy downy couch inclose. 
And soft solicitation courts repose. 
Amidst the drowsy charms of dull delight. 
Year chases year with unremitted flight. 
Till want now following, fraudulent and slow. 
Shall spring to seize thee like an ambush'd foe. 



.HORACE, Lib. IV. Ode VII. translated. 

The snow, dissolv'd, no more is seen. 
The fields and woods, behold ! are green ; 
The changing year renews the plain, 
The rivers know theur banks again ; 

♦ In Mrs. Williams's Miscellanies, but now printed from the 
original in Dr. Johnson's own hand-writing. 



The (^rightly nymph and naked grace 
The mazy dance together trace ; 
The changing year's successive j^n 
Froqlaims mortality to man ; 
Rough winter's blasts to spring give way. 
Spring yidlds to summer's sovereign r?iy ; 
Then summer sinks in autumn's reign. 
And winter chills the world again ; 
Her losses soon the moon supplies. 
But wretched man whei^ once he lies 
Wh^re Priam and his sons are l^d. 
Is nought but s^es and a shade. 
Who know^ if Jove, who counts pur score. 
Will toss us in a morning more ? 
Wbat with your friend you nobly share. 
At least you rescue from your heir. 
Not you, Torquatus, boast ofiRome, 
When Minos once has fix'd your doom. 
Or eloquence, or splendid birth. 
Or virtue, shall restore to e^th. 
Hij[^lytus, unjustly ^lain, 
Diana calls to life in vain ; 
Nor can the might of Theseus rend 
The chains of Hell that hold his friend. 

Nov. 1784. 
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TheJbllowhigTsiASSLATio'aiSj Parodies, and BvRLEsauE 
Verses, most qf them extempore^ are taken Jrom 
Anecdotes of Dr. JohnsoKi published iy Mrs, 
Piozzi. 

ANACREON, Ode IX. 

Lovely courier of the sky. 
Whence and whither dost thou fly? 
Scattering, as thy pinions play. 
Liquid fragrance all the way : 
Is it business ? is it love ? 
Tell me, tell me, gentle dove. 
Soft Anacreon's TOWS I bear^ 
Vows to Mjrrtale the feir.; 
Graced with all that charms the lieart. 
Blushing nature, smiUng art 
Venus, courted by an ode. 
On the bard her dove bestbw'd : 
Vested with a master's right. 
Now Anacreon rules my flight ; 
His the letters that you see. 
Weighty charge, consign'd to me : 
Think not yet my service hard. 
Joyless task without -reward ; 
Smiling at my master's gates^ 
Freedom my return awaits ; 
But the lib'ral grant in vsdn 
Tempts me to be wild again. 
Can a prudent dove decline 
Blissful bondage such as mine ? 
Over hills and fields to roam. 
Fortune's guest without.a home 
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Uader leaves to hide one's head. 
Slightly shelter'd, coarsely fed : 
Now my better lot bestows 
Sweet repast and soft repose ; 
Now the gen'rous bowl Isip ' 
As it leaves Anacreon's lip : 
Void of care, and free from dread. 
From his fingers snatch his bread ; 
Theni with luscious plenty gay. 
Round his chamber dance and play ; 
Or from wine, as courage springs, 
O'er his face extend my wings ; 
And when feast and frolic tire. 
Drop asleep upon his lyre. 
Ijiis is all, be quick and go. 
More than all thou canst not know ; 
Let me now my pinions ply, 
I have chatter'd like a pye. 



LINES 

■ ' ■ • " ' 

WRITTEN IN RIDICULE OF CERTAIN POEMS 

PUBLISHED IN 1777. 

Wheresoe'er I turn iny view. 
All is strange, yet nothing new ; 
Endless labour all along, 
Endless labour to be wrong ; 
Phrase that time hath flung away. 
Uncouth words in disarray, 
Trick'd in antique rufF and bonnet. 
Ode, and elegy, and sonnet 
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PARODY OF A TRANSLATION 

FROM THE MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. 

Err shall they not, who resolute explore 
Times gloomy backward with judicious eyes ; 

And, scanning right the practices of yore. 
Shall deem our hoar progenitors unwise. 

They to the dome where Smoke with curling play 
Announced the dinner to the regions round. 

Summoned the singer blythe, and harper gay. 
And aided wine with dulcet-streaming sound. 

The better use of notes, or sweet or shrill. 
By quivering string or modulated wind ; 

Trumpet or lyre — to their harsh bosoms chill 
Admission ne'er had sought, or could not find. 

Oh ! send them to the sullen mansions dun. 
Her baleful eyes where Sorrow rolls around ; 

Where gloom-enamour'd Mischief loves U> dwell. 
And Miurder, all blood-bolter'd, schemes the 
wound. 

When cates luxuriant pile the spacious dish. 
And purple nectar glads the festive hour ; 

The guest, without a want, without a wish. 
Can yield no room to musick's soothing pow r. 
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TRANSLATION 

^ FROM THE MEDEA OF EUBIPIDES^ T. 190. 

[This translation was written by Johnson for his friend Dr. 
Bumey, and was inserted, as the work of " a learned friend/' 
in that gentleman's History of Musick, vol. II. p. 340* It has 
always been ascribed to Johnson; but, to put the matter 
beyond a doubt, Mr. Malone ascertained the fact by applying to 
Dr. Burney himself. J. B.] 

The rites deriv'd from ancient days^ 

With thoughtless reverence we praise. 

The rites that taught us to combine 

The joys of musick and of wine. 

And bade the feast, and song, and bowl 

O'erfill the saturated soul ; 

But ne'er the flute or lyre applied 
' To cheer Despair, or soften Pride ; 

Nor caird them to the gloomy cells 

Where Want repines and Vengeance swells ; 

Where Hate sits musing to betray, 
' And Murder meditates his prey. 

To dens of guilt and shades of care. 

Ye sons of Melody repair. 

Nor deign the festive dome to cloy 

With superfluities of joy. 

Ah ! little needs the Minstrel'^ power 

To sp^ed the light convivial hour. 

The board with varied plenty crown'd 

May spare the luxuries of sound. 
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TRANSLATION 

Of the two First Stanzas of the Song " Rio verde. 
Bio verde,^ jprinted in Bishop Percy's Reliques 
of Ancient English Poetry, 

AN IMPROMPTU. 

Glassy water, glassy watw, 

Down whose current, clear and strong, 

Chiefs confused in mutual slaughter. 
Moor and Christian roll along. 



IMITATION OF THE STYLE OF ♦*^. 

Hermit hoar, in solemn cell 
Wearing out life's evening grey. 

Strike thy bosom, sage, and tell 
What is bliss, and which the way. 

Thus I spoke, and speaking sigh'd. 
Scarce repressed the starting tear. 

When the hoary sage reply 'd. 
Come, my lad, and drink some beer. 
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BURLESQUE 

OF THE FOLLOWING LINES OF LOPEZ DE VEGA 

AN IMPBOMPTU, 

S;b acquien los leones vence 

Vence una muger hermosa 
O el de flaco avergueni^e 

O ella di ser mas furiosa. 

If the man who turnips cries, 
Cry not when his father dies, 
. 'Tis a proof that he had rather 
Have a turnip than his father. 



TRANSLATION 

OF THE FOLLOWING LINES AT THE END OP 
BARETTl'S EASY PHRASEOLOGY. AN IMPROMPTU. 

Viva viva la padrona ! 
Tutta hella, e tutta huona. 
La padrona ^ un angiolella 
Tutta haona e tutta hella ; 
Tutta hella e tutta huona ; 
Viva! viv^ la padrona ! 

Long may live my lovely Hetty ! 
'Always young, and always pretty ; 
Always pretty, always young. 
Live my lovely Hetty long ! 
Always young, and always pretty. 
Long may live my lovely Hetty ! 
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IMPROVISO TRANSLATION 

OF THE FOLLOWING DISTICH ON THE DUKE OF 

MODENa's RUNNING away from THE 

COMET IN 1742 OR 1743. 

Se al venir vostro i principi se n' vanno 
Deh venga ogni di durate un anno. 

If at your coming princes disappear, 

Comets ! come ev'ry day and stay a year. 



IMPROVISO TRANSLATION 

OF THE FOLLOWING LINES OF M. BENSERADE 

A SON LIT. 

Theatre des ris, et des pleurs, 
Lit ! oil je nais, et oil je meurs, 
Tu nous fais voir comment voisins 
Sont nos plaisirs, et nos chagrins. 

In bed we laugh, in bed we cry. 
And bom in bed, in bed we die ; 
The near approach a bed may show 
Of human bliss to human woe. 



EPITAPH FOR MR. HOGARTH. 

The hand of him here torpid lies, 
That drew th* essential form of grace ; 

Here dos'd in death th' attentive eyes. 
That saw the maimers in the &cd4 
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TRANSLATION 

OP THE FOLLOWING LINES WRITTEN UNDER A 
PRINT REPRESENTING PERSONS SKAITING. 

SuR un mince chrystal Phyyer conduit leurs pas, 
Le precipice est sous la glace : 
Telle est de nos plaisirs la legere sur&ce : 

Glissez^ mortels ; n'appuyez pas. 

O'er ice the rapid skaiter flies. 

With sport above, and death below ; 

Where mischief lurks in gay disguise. 
Thus lightly touch and quickly go. 

IMPROMPTU TRANSLATION OF THE SAME. 

\ 

O'er crackling ice, o er gulphs profound, 

With nimble glide the skaiters play ; 
O'er treach rous Pleasure's flow'ry ground 

Thus lightly skim, and haste away. 



TO MRS. THRALE, 

ON HER COMPLETING HER THIRTY-FIFTH YEAR, 

AN IMPROMPTU. 

Oft in danger, yet alive. 
We are come, to thirty-five ; 
LfOng may better years arrive. 
Better years than thirty-five ! 
Could philosophers contrive 
life to stop at thirty-five, 
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Time his hours should never drive 
O er the bounds of thirty-five. 
High to soar, and deep to dive. 
Nature gives at thirty-'five. 
Ladies, stock and tend your hive, 
Trifle not at thirty-five ; 
For, howe'er we boast and strive, . 
Life declines from thirty-five. 
He that ever hopes to thrive 
Must begin by thirty-five ; 
And all who wisely wish to wive 
Must look on Thrale at thirty-five. 



IMPROMPTU TRANSLATION 

OF AN AIR IN THE CLEMENZA DE TITO OP 

META8TASI0, 

BEGINNING " Deh sc ptoccmu vtun.'' 

Would you hope to gain my heart, 
Bid your teasing douhts depart ; 
He, who hlindly trusts, will find 
Faith from ev'ry gen rous mind : 
He, who still expects deceit. 
Only teaches how to cheat. 
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TRANSLATION 

OF A SPEECH OF AQUILEIO IN THE ADRIANO 

OF METASTASIO, 

BEGINNING *'Ihi che in Corte invechiastV* 

Grown old in courts, thou surely art not one 

Who keeps the rigid rules of antient honour ; 

Well skilled to soothe a foe with looks of kindness. 

To sink the fatal precipice before him. 

And then lament his fall with seeming friendship ; 

Open to all, true only to thyself. 

Thou know'st those arts which blast with envious 

praise. 
Which aggravate a fault with feign'd excuses. 
And drive discountenanced virtue from the throne ; 
That leave the blame of rigour to the prince. 
And of his ev'ry gift usurp the merit ; 
That hide in seeming zeal a wicked purpose. 
And only build upon another's ruin. 



BURLESQUE 

OF THE MODERN VERSIFICATIONS OF ANCIENT 
LEGENDARY TALES. AN IMPROMPTU. 

The tender infant meek and mild, 

Fell down upon the stone : 
The nurse took up the squeaUng chUd, 

But still the child squeal'd on. 
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FRIENDSHIP, 

AN ODE. 

[This Ode originally appeared in the Gentleman's Magazine for 
1743. See Boswell's Life of Johnson, under that year. It was 
afVerwards printed in Mrs. Williams's Miscellanies, in I7669 
with several variations which are pointed out below. — J. B.] 

Friendship, peculiar boon of Heaven, 
The noble mind's delight and pride. 

To men and angels only given. 
To all the lower world deny'd. 

While Love, unknown among the blest. 
Parent of thousand wild desires,* 

The savage and the human breast 
Torments alike with raging fires ; ^ 

With bright, but oft destructive, gleam. 
Alike o'er all, his lightnings fly ; 

Thy lambent glories only beam 
Around the fav'rites of the sky. 

Thy gentle flows of guUtless joys 
On fools and villains ne'er descend 

In vain for thee the tyrant sighs,"" 
And hugs a flatterer for a friend. 

' Parent of rage and hot desires. — Mrs. W, 
^ Inflames alike with equal fires. 
* In vain for thee the monarch sighs. 
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^ Directress of the brave and just, 

O guide US through life's darksome way f 

And let the tortures of mistrust 
On selfish bosoms only prey* 

Nor shall thine ardours cease to glow/ 
When souls to blissful climes remove : 

What rais'd our virtue here below. 
Shall aid our happiness above. 

' This Stanza is omitted in Mrs. Williams's Miscellanies, and 
instead of it we have the following, which may be suspected 
from internal evidence not to have been Johnson's : 
When virtues, kindred virtues meet, 

And sister-souls together join, 
Thy pleasures permanent, as great, 
Are all transporting — all divine. 

* O ! shall thy flames then cease to glow. 



ON SEEING A BUST OF MES. MONTAGUE. 

Had this fair figure which this frame displays, 
Adom'd in Roman time the brightest days. 
In every dome, in every sacred place. 
Her statue would have breath'd an added grace. 
And on its basis would have been enroU'd, 
" This is Minerva, cast in virtue's mould.*' 
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IMPROVISO 

ON A YOUNG heir's COMING OF AGE. 

Long expected one-and-twenty, 
Lingering year, at length is flown ; 

Piide'and pleasure, pomp and plenty, 
Great , are now your own. 

Loosea'd from the minor's tether. 

Free to mortgage or to sell ; 
Wild as wind, and light as feather. 

Bid the sons of thrift farewell. 

Call the Betseys, Kates, and Jennies, . 

All the names that hanish care ; 
Lavish of your grandsire's guineasf. 

Shew the spirit of an heir. 

All that prey on vice or folly 

Joy to see their quarry fly : 
There the gamester light and jolly. 

There the lender grave and sly. 

Wealth, my lad, was made to wander. 

Let it wander as it will ; 
Call the jockey, call the pander. 

Bid them come and take their fill. 

When the honny blade carouses. 
Pockets £uU, and spirits high— 

What are acres ? what are houses ? 
Only dirt or wet or dry. 

Should the guardian friend, or mother 

Tell the woes of wilful waste ; 
Scorn their counsel, scorn their pother. 

You can hang or drown at last. 



EPITAPHS. 



AT LITCHFIELD. 
XI* S* £• 

Michael Johnson. 

Vir impavidus,constans, animosus, periculonmi im- 
memor, laborum patientissimus ; fiduci^ Christian^, 
fortis, fervidusque ; Paterfamilias apprim^ strenuus ; 
Bibliopola admodum peritus ; mente et libris et ne- 
gotiis exculta; animo ita firmo, ut, rebus adversis diu 
conflictatus, nee sibi nee suis defuerit: Lingua sic 
temperata, ut ei nibil quod aures vel pias vel castas 
laesisset, aut dolor vel voluptas unquam expresserit. 

Natus Cubleiae in agro Derbiensi^ anno mdclyi^ 

Obijt MDCCXXXI. 

Apposita est Saea Conjux. 

Antiqua Fobdorum gente oriunda : quam domi 
sedulam, foris pauds notam; nuUi molestam, mentis 
acumine et judicii subtilitate praecellentem ; aliis mul- 
tum, sibi parum indulgentem: i&temitati semper 
attentam, omne fere Virtutis nomen commendavit. 

Nata Nortoniae Regis, in agro Varvicensi, anno 
MDCLxix ; obijt mdcclix. 

Cum Nathanaele illorum filio, qui natus 
MDCCXii, cum vires et animi et corporis multa polli- 
cerentur, anno mdccxxxvii, vitam brevem pia morte 
finivit. 
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IN BROMLEY CHURCH. 

Hic conduntur reliquias 
Elizabethae 
Antiqua Jara^siorum gente 
Featlingse, apud Leicestrenses, ortae ; 
Formosae, cultae, ingeniosae, pise ; 
Uxoris, primis nuptiis, Henrici Porter, 
secundis, Samuelis Johnson, 
Qui multum amatam, diuque defletam. 
Hoc lapide contexit. 
Obijt Londini, mense Mart. 

A. D. MDCCLIII. 



IN WATFORD CHURCH. 

In the vault below are deposited the remains of 
Jane Bell, wife of John Bell, Esq. 

who in the fifty-third year of her age. 

surrounded with many worldly blessings, 

heard, with fortitude and composure truly great, 

the horrible malady, which had for some time begun to 

afflict her, 
pronounced incurable; 
and for more than three years, 
endured with patience and concealed with decency, 

the daily tortures of gradual death ; 

continued to divide the hours not allotted ta demotion, 

between the cares of her family, and the converse of 

herfnends; 

rewarded the attendance of duty, 

and acknowledged the offices of affection ; 
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and while she endeavoured to alleviate by ehearfulnei 
her husband's sufferings and sorrows, 
increased them by her gratitude for his care, 
and her solicitude for his quiet- 
To the testimony of these virtues, 
more highly honoured as more familiarly known^ 
this monument is erected by 
John Bell * 



IN STEETHAM CHUBCH. 

JuxTA sepulta est Hestera Maeia 

Thomae Cotton de Combermere baronetti Cestriensis 

filia, 

Jobannis Salusbury armigeri Flintiensis uxor 

Forma felix, felix ingenio ; 

Omnibus jucunda, suorum amantissima. 

Linguis artibusque ita exculta 

Ut loquenti nunquam deessent 

Sermonis nitor, sententiarum flosculi, 

^ Sapientiea gravitas, leporum gratia : 

Modum servandi adeo perita, 

Ut domestica inter negotia Uteris oblectaretur. 

Literarum inter delicias, rem familiarem sedulocuraret, 

Multis illi multos annos precantibus 

diri carcinomatis veneno contabuit, 

nexibusque vitae paulatim resolutis, 

h terris, mdiora sperans, emigravit 

Nata 1707. Nupta 1789. Obiit 1773. 

• She died in October 1771. 
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in westminster abbey. 

Olxvarii Goldsmith, 

PoetSB, Physici, Historic!, 

Qui nuUum fere scribendi genus 

Non tetigit,. 

. Nullum quod tetigit non omavit : 

Sive risus essent movendi, 

Sive lacrim«, 

Affectuum potens at lenis dominator : 

Ingenio sublimis, vividus, versatilis, 

Oratione grandis, nitidus, venustus : 

Hoc monumento memoriam coluit 

Sodjtlium amor, 

Amicorum fides, 

Lectorum veneratio. 

Elfiniae in Hibemia natus mdccxxix. 

Eblanae Uteris institutus : 

Londini obiit mdcclxxiv. 



IN STRETHAM CHURCH. 

Hic conditur quod reliquum est 

Henrici Thrale, 

Qui res seu civiles, sen domesticas, ita egit, 

Ut vitam illi longiorem multi optarent, 

Ita sacras, 
Ut quam brevem esset habiturus praescire videretur; 
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Simplex, apertus, sibique semper similis, 
Nihil ostentavit aut arte fictum, aut cura 

elaboratum. 

In senatu, Regi patriaeque 

Fideliter studuit ; 

Vulgi obstrepentis contemptor animosus, 

Domi inter mille mercaturae negotia 

Literarum elegantiam minimi neglexit. 

Amicis quocunque modo laborantibuSf, 

Conciliis, auctoritate, muneribus, adfiiit. 

Inter familiares, comites, ednvivas, hospites. 

Tarn facili fuit morum suavitate 

Ut omnium animos ad se alliceret ; 

Tam felici sermonis libertate, 

Ut nuUi adulatus, omnibus placeret. 

Natus 1724. Obiit 1781. 

Consortes tumuli babet Rodolphum patrem, strenuum 

fortemque virum, et Henricum filium unicum quern 

spei parentum mors inopina decennem proripuit. 

Ita 

Domus felix et opulenta quam erexit 

Avus auxitque pater, cum nepote deddit 

Abi, Viator, 

Et vicibus rerum humanarum perspectis, 

JEtemitatem cogita ! 



POEMATA. 



MESSIA* 

Ex alieno ingenio poeta, ex suo tantum versificator. 

ScALiG. Poet. 

ToLLiTE concentum, Solymaeae toUite nymphae. 
Nil mortale loquor ; ccelum mihi carminis alta 
Materies ; poscunt gravius ccelestia plectrum. 
Muscosi foutes, sylvestria tecta valete, 
Aonidesque Deae, et mendacis somnia Pindi : 
Tu, mihi, qui flamma movisti pectora sanctl 
SidereA, Isaise, dignos accende furores ! 

'Immatura calens rapitur per secula vates 
Sic orsus — Qualis rerum mihi nascitur ordo !. 
Virgo ! virgo parit ! felix radicihus arhor 
Jessaeis surgit, mulcentesque aethera flores 
Ccelestes lambunt animae, ramisque columba, 
Nuncia sacra Dei, plaudentibus insidet alis. 
Nectareos rores, alimentaque mitia coelum 
Prasbeat, et tacite foecundos irriget imbres. 

* This translation has been severely criticised by Dr. Warton, in 
his edition of Pope, vol. i. p. 105, 8vo. 1797. It certainly con* 
tains some expressions that are not classical. Let it be rememr 
bered, however, that it was a college-exercise, performed with 
great rapidity, and was at first praised beyond all suspicion of 
defect. — ^This translation was first published in " A Miscellany of 
Poems by several hands. Published by J. Husbands, A. M. 
Fellow of Pembroke College, Oxon. 8vo. Oxford, 1731." Of 
Johnson's, production Mr. Husband* says (in his Preface), "The 
translation of Mr. Pope's Messiah was delivered to his tutor as 
a College Exercise, by Mr. Johnson, a Commoner of Pembroke 
College in Oxford, and 'tis hoped will be no discredit to the 
excellent original." M(. Husbands died in the following year. C, 
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Hue, fcedat quos lepra, urit quos febris, adeste, 
Dia salutares spirant medicamina rami ; 
Hie requies fessis ; non sacra saevit in umbra 
Vis Boreae gelida, aut rapidi violentia solis. 
Irrita vaneseent priseae vestigia fraudis, 
Justitiaeque manus pretio intemerata bilaneem 
Attollet redueis ; bellis praetendet olivas 
Compositis, pax alma suas, terrasque revisens 
Sedatas niveo virtus lueebit amietu ; 
Volvantur eeleres anni ! lux purpuret ortum 
Expectata diu ! naturae elaiistra refiingens, 
Naseere, magne puer ! tibi primas, eece, eorollas 
Deproperat tellus, fundit tibi munera, quiequid _ 
Carpit Arabs, bortis quiequid frondeseit Eois. 
Altius, en ! Lebanon gaudentia eulmina tollit. 
En ! summp exultant nutantes vertice sylvae. 
Mittit aromatieas valUs Saroniea nubes, 
Et juga Carmeli recreant fragrantia ccelum. * 
Deserti laetft mollescunt aspera voce, 
Auditur Deus ! ecce Deus ? reboantia circum 
Saxa sonant, Deus ; ecce Deus ! deflectitur aether^ 
Demissumque Deum tellus capit ; ardua cedrus, 
Gloria sylvarum, dominum inclinata salutet. 
Surgite convalles, tumidi subsidite montes ! 
Stemite saxa viam, rapidi discedite ductus ; 
En ! quem turba diu cecinerunt enthea, vates. 
En ! salvator adest ; vultus agnosdte csed 
Divines, surdos sacra vox permulceat aures. 
Ille cutim spissam visus hebetare vetabit, 
Redusisque oculis infundet amabile lumen ; 
Obstrictasque diu linguas in carmina solvet. 
TUe vias vocis pandet, fiexusque liquentis 
Harmonias purgata novos mirabitur auris. 
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Accrcscunt teneris tactu nova robora nervis : 
CoDsuetus fulcro innixiis reptare bacilli 
Nunc saltu capreas, nunc cursu provocat euros. 
Nonplanctus, non moesta sonant suspiria; pectus 
Singultans mulcet, lachrymantes tergit ocellos. 
Vincla coercebunt luctantem adamantina mortem, 
^ternoque Orci dominator vulnere languens 
Invalidi raptos sceptri plorabit honores. 
Ut qua dulce strepent scatebrae, qua Iseta virescunt 
Pascua, qua blandum spirat purissimus aer. 
Pastor agit pecudes, teneros modo suscipit agnos, 
£t gremio fotis selectas porrigit herbas, 
Amissas modo quaerit oves, revocatque vagantes ; 
Fidus adest custos, seu nox fiirat humida nimbis, 
Sive dies medius morientia torreat arva. 
Postera sic pastor divinus secla beabit, 
Et curas felix patrias testabitur orbis. 
Nbn ultra infestis concurrent agmin% signis, 
Hostiles oculis flammas jaculantia torvis ; 
Non litui accendent bellum, non campus ahenis 
Triste ooruscabit radiis ; dabit hasta recusa 
Vomerem, et in falcem rigidus curvabitur easis. 
Atria, pads opus, surgent, finemque caduci 
Natus ad optatum perducet ccepta parentis. 
Qui duxit sulcos, illi teret area messem, 
Et serae texent vites umbracula proli. 
Attoniti dumeta vident inculta cbloni 
Suave rubere rosis, sitientesque inter arenas 
Garmla mirantur salientis murmura rivi. 
Per ^axa, ignivomi nuper speliea draconis, 
Canna viret, juncique tremit variabilis umbra. 
Horruit implexo qua vallis sente, figurse 
Surgit amans abies teretis, .buxique sequaces 
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Artificis frondent dextrae ; palmisque rubeta 
Aspera, odoratae cedunt mala gramina myrto. 
Per valles sociata lupo lasciviet agna, 
Cumque leone petet tutus praesepe juvencus. 
Florea mansuetae petulantes vincula tigri 
Per ludum pueri injicient, et fessa colubri 
Membra viatoris recreabunt frigore lingua?. 
Serpentes teneris nil jam lethale micantes 
Tractabit palmis infans, motusque trisulcas 
Ridebit linguae innocuos, squamasque virentes 
Aureaque admirans rutilantis fulgura cristae. 
Indue reginam, turritae frontis honores 
ToUe Salema sacros, quam circum gloria pennas 
Explicate incinctam radiatas luce tiarae ! 
£n ! formosa tibi spatiosa per atria proles 
Ordinibus surgit densis, vitamque requirit 
Impatiens, lenteque fluentes increpat annos. 
Ecce peregrinis fervent tua limina turbis ; 
Barbarus en ! darum divino lumine templum 
Ingreditur, cultuque tuo mansuescere gaudet. 
Cinnameos cumulos, Nabathai munera veris, 
Ecce ! cremant genibus tritae regalibus aras. 
Solis Ophyraeis crudum tibi montibus aurum 
Maturant radii ; tibi balsama sudat Idume. 
iEtberis en ! portas sacro fulgore micantes 
Ccelicolae pandunt, torrentis que aurea lucis 
Flumina prorumpunt ; non posthac sole rubescet 
India nascenti, placidaeve argentea noctis 
LiUna vices revehet ; radios pater ipse diei 
Proferet archetypos ; coelestis gaudia lucis 
Ipso fonte bibes, quae circumfusa beatam 
Regiam inundabit, nullis cessura tenebris. " .'. 
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Littora deficiens arentia deseret aequor ; 
Sidera ftimabunt, diro labefacta tremore 
Saxa cadent, solidique liquescent robora montis : 
Tu secura tamen confusa elementa videbis, 
Laetaque Messia semper dominabere rege, 
Pollicitis firmata Dei, stabilita rmnis. 



[Jan. 20, 21, 1773.] 

ViT^ qui varias vices 
Rerum perpetuus temperat Arbiter, 

Laeto cedere lumini 
Noctis tristitiam qui gelidae jubet, 

Acri sanguine turgidos, 
Obductosque oculos nubibus humidis 

Sanari voluit meos ; 
Et me, cuncta beans cui nocuit dies, 

Luci reddidit et mihi. 
Qua te laude, Deus, qua prece prosequar ? 

Sacri discipidis libri 
Te semper studiis utilibus colam : 

Grates, summe Pater, tuis 
Recte qui fruitur muneiibus, dedit. 



[Dec. 26, 1779.] 

Nunc dies Christo memoranda nato 
Fulsit, in pectus mihi fonte purum 
Gaudium sacro fluat, et benigni . '* 

Gratia Coeli ! 
Christe, da tutam trepido quietem, 
Christe, spem praesta stabilem timenti ; 
Da fidemcertam, precibusque fidis 

Annue, Christe. 
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[In Lee to, die Passionis. Apr. 18, 1781. J 

SuMME Deus, qui semper amas quodeuDque crelUti ; 

Judice quo, sceleruiii est poenituisse salus : 
Da veteres noxas anitno sic flere novatoy 

Per Christum ut veniam sit reperire rnibi. 



[In Lecto. Dec. 25, 1782.J 

Spe non inani confugis, 
Peccator, ad latus meum ; 
Quod poscis, baud unquam tibi 
Negabitur solatium. 



[Nocte, inter 16 et 17 Junii, 1783*3 

SuMME Pater, quodcunque tuum f de corpore 
Numenj: 

Hoc statuat||, precibus § Christus adesse velit : 
Ingenio parcas, nee sit mihi culpa rogSsse ^^ 

Qua solum potero parte, placere ** tibi. 

• The night ahove refetrcd to by Dr. Johnson was that in which 
a paralytic stroke had deprived him of his voice ; and, in the 
anxiety he felt lest it should likewise have impaired his under- 
standing, he composed the above Lines, and said, concerning 
them, that he knew at the time that they were not good, but 
then that he deemed his discerning this^to be sufficient for the 
quieting the anxiety before mentioned, as it shewed him that his 
power of judging was not diminished. 

t Al. tuaD. X Al. leges. || Al. statttflocit. 

§ Al. votis. IT Al. precari. *♦ ^Al. litare. 
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[Cal. Jan. in lecto, ante lucem. 1784] 

SuMME dator vitfe, naturae seterne magister, 
Caiisarum series quo moderante fluit, 

Respice quern subiget senium, morbique seniles. 
Quern terret.vitae meta propinqua suse, 

Respice inutiliter lapsi quern poenitet aevi ; 
Recte ut poeniteat, respice, magne parens. 



Pater benigne, summa semper lenitas, 
Crimine gravatam plurimo meAtem leva : 
Concede veram poenitentiam,. precor. 
Concede agendam legibus vitam tuis. 
Sacri vagantes luminis gressus face 
Rege, et tuere, quae nocent pellens procul ; 
Veniam petenti, summe da veniam,. pater: 
Veniaeque sancta pacis adde gaudia : 
Sceleris ut expers, omni et vacuus metu^ 
Te, mente pur^ mente tranquilla colam : 
Mihi dona morte hiec impetret Christus sua. 



[Jan. 18, 1784.1 

Summe Pater, puro collustra lumine pectus, 
Anxietas noceat ne tenebrosa mihL * 

In me sparsa manu virtutum semina larga 
Sic ale, proveniat messis ut ampla bonL 

Noctes atque dies animo spes laeta recurset, 
Certa mihi sancto flagret amore fides. 
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Certa vetat dubitarc fides, spes laeta timere, 
Velle vetet cuiquam non bene sanctus amor. 

Da, ne sint permissa, pater, inihipr»mia frustra, 
Et colere, et leges semper amare tuas. 

Haec* mihi, quo gentes, quo secula, Christe, piasti^ 
Sanguine, precanti promereare tuo ! 



[Feb. 27,1784] 

Mens mea, quid quereris ? veniet tibi moUior hora^ 
In summo ut videas numine laeta patrem ; 

Divinam insontee iram placavit lesus ; 
Nunc est pro poena poenituisse reis. 



CHRISTIANUS PERFECT US. 

Qui cupit in sanctos Christo cogente referri, 
Abstergat mundi labem, nee gaudia carnis 
Captans, nee fastu tumidus, semperque future 
Instet, et evellens terroris spicula corde, 
Suspiciat tandem clementem in numine patrem. 

Huic quoque, nee genti nee sectae noxius uUi, 
Sit sacer orbis amor, miseris qui semper adesse 
Gestiat, et, nuUo pietatis limite dausus, 
Cunctorum ignoscat vitiis, pietate fruatur. 
Ardeat huic toto sacer ignis pectore, possit 
Ut vitam, poscat si res, impendere vero. 

Cura placere Deo sit prima, sit ultima, sane tae 
Irruptum vitae cupiat servare tenorem ; 
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£t sibi, delirans quanquam et peccator in boras 
Displiceat, servet tutum sub pectore rectum : 
Nee natet, et nunc has partes, nunc eligat illas. 
Nee dubitet quern dicat herum, sed, totus in uno, 
Se fidum addicat Christo, mortalia temnens. 

Sed timeat semper, caveatque ante omnia, turbae 
Ne stolidae similis, leges sibi segreget audax 
Quas servare velit, leges quas lentus omittat. 
Plenum opus eiGPugiens, aptans juga moUia coUo, 
Sponte sua demens ; nihilum decedere summae 
y ult *Deus, at qui cuncta dedit tibi, cuncta reposcit. 
Denique perpetuo contendit in ardua nisu, 
Auxilioque Dei fretus, jam mente serena 
Pergit, et imperiis sentit se dulcibus actum. 
Paulatim mores, animum, vitamque refingit, 
Effigiemque Dei, quantum servare licebit, 
Induit, et, terris major, coelestia spirat. 



^Eterne rerum conditor, 
Salutis setemae dator ; 
Felicitatis sedibus 
Qui nee scelestos exigis, 
Quoscumque scelerum poenitet ; 
Da, Christe, pcenitentia'm, 
Veniamque, Cfiriste, da mihi ; 
Mgrum trahenti spiritum 
Succurre praesens corpori, 
Multo gravatam crimine 
Mentem benignus alleva. 
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Luce collustret mihi pectus alma, 
Pellat et tristes animi tenebras. 
Nee sinat sempef tremere ac dolere. 

Gratia Christi : 
Me Pater tandem reducem benigno 
Summus amplexu foveat, beato 
Me gregi Sanctus socium beatum 

Spiritus addat. 



JEJUNIUM ET CIBUS. 

Serviat ut menti corpus, jejunia serva, 
Ut mens utatur corpore, sume cibos. 



AD URBANUM* 1738. 
Ukbane, nullis fesse laboribus. 
Urbane, nullis victe calumniis, 
Cui fronte sertum in erudita 
Perpetuo viret, et virebit ; 
Quid moliatur gens imitantium. 
Quid et minetur, jsoUicitus parum, 
. Vacare soils perge Musis, 

Juxta animo studiisque foelix. 
Linguae procacis plumbea spicula, 
Fidens, superbo frange silentio ; 
Victrix per obstante^ catervas 
Sedulitas animqfia tendet. 
Intende nervos fortis, inanibus 
Risurus olim nisibus emuli ; 
Intende jam nervos, habebis 
Participes opera camoenas. ' 

• See Gent. Mag. Vol. VIII. p. 156; and see also the Introduc- 
tion to Vol. LIV. 
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Non ulla Musis pagina gratior, 
Quam quae sevens ludicra jungere 
Novit, fatigatamque nugis 
Utilibus recreare mentem. 
Texente nymphis serta Lycoride^ 
Rosse ruborem sic viola adjuvat 
Immista, sic Iris refulget 
iEthereis variata Aicis. 



IN RIVUM A .MOLA STOANA LICHF£LDL£ 

DIFFLUENTEM. 

Errat. adhuc vitreus per prata virentia rivus^ 

Quo toties lavi membra tenella puer ; 
Hie delusa rudi frustrabar brachia motu, 

Dum docuit blanda voce natare pater. • 
Feoerunt rami latebras, tenebrisque diumis 

Fendula secretas abdidit arbor aquas. 
Nuuc veteres duris peri^e securibus umbrae, 

Longinquisque oculis nuda lavacra patent/ 
Lympha tamen cursus agit indefessa perennisy 

Tectaque qua flukit, nunc et aperta fluit 
Quid ferat extemi velox, quid deterat aetas, 

Tu quoque securus res age, Nise, tuas. 



TNQei 2EAYTON*. 

if 

[Post Lexicon Anglicanum auctam et emendatum.] 

Lexicon ad finem longo luctamine tandem 
Scaliger ut duxit, tenuis pertains opellae. 
Vile indignatus studium, nugasque molestas, 

* See the Life of Dr. Johnson, p. S3, 
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Ingemit exosus, scribendaque lexica mandat 
Damnatis, pcenam pro poenis omnibus unam. 
Ille quidem recte, sublimis^ doctus et acer. 
Quern decuit majora sequi, majoribus aptum. 
Qui veterum modo facta ducum, modo carmina yatum^ 
Gesserat et quicquid virtus, sapientia quicquid 
Dixerat, imperiique vices, coelique meatus, 
Ingentemque apimo seclorum volveret orbem. 

Fallimur exemplis ; temere sibi turba scholarum 
Ima tuas credit permitti Scaliger iras. 
Quisque suum ndrit modulum ; tibiy prime virorum, 
Ut studiis sperem, aut ausim par esse querelis, 
Non inibi sorte datum ; lenti seu sanguinis obsint 
Frigora, seu nimium longo jacuisse vetemo, 
Sive mihi mentem dederit natura minorem. 

Te sterili fimctum cura, yocumque salebris 
Tuto eluctatum, spatiis sapientia dia 
Excipit aethereis, ars omnis plaudit amico, 
Linguarumque omni tenk discordia concors 
Multiplici reducem circumsonat ore magistrum. 

Me, perisi immunis cum jam mihi reddor, inertis 
Desidiae sors dura manet, graviorque labore 
Tristis et atra quies, et tardae taedia vitae. 
Nascuntur curis curae, vexatque dolorum 
Importuna cohors, vacuae mala somnia mentis. 
Nunc clamosa juvant noctumse gaudia mensaB, 
Nunc loca sola placent ; frustt a te, Somne, recumbens 
Alme voco, iinpatiens noctis metuensque diei. 
Omnia percurro trepidus, circum omnia lustro. 
Si qua usquam pateat melioris semita vitae. 
Nee quid agam invenio ; meditatus grandia, cogor 
Notior ipse mihi fieri, incultumque fateri 
Pectus, et ingenium vano se robore jactans. 
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Ingenium, nisi materiem doctrina ministrat, 
Cessat inops rerum, ut torpet, si marmoris absit 
Copia, Phidiaci foecunda potentia coeli. 
Quicquid agam, quocunque ferar, conatibus obstat 
Res angusta domi, et maerae penuria mentis. 

Non rationis opes animus, nunc parta recensens 
Conspicit aggestas, et se miratur in illis. 
Nee sibi de gaza prsesens quod postulat usus 
Summus adesse jubet celsa dominator ab arce; 
Non, operum serie seriem dum computat aevi, 
Praeteritis fruitur, laetos aut sumit honores 
Ipse sui judex, actae bene munera vitae ; 
Sed sua regna videns, loca nocte silentia late 
Horret, ubi vanae species, umbraeque fugaces, 
Et rerum volitant rarae per inane figul'ae. 

Quid faciam ? tenebrisne pigram damn^e senectam 
Re'stat ? an accingar studiis gravioribus audax ? 
Aut, hoc si nimium est, tandem nova lexica poscam ? 



AD THOMAM LAURENCE, 

MEDICUM DOCTISSIMUM, 
Cum Filium peregre agentcm desideri6 nimis tristi prosequeretur . 

Fatekis ergo, quod populus solet 
Crepare vecors, nil sapientiam 
Prodesse vitae, literasque 
In dubiis dare terga rebus. 

Tu, quels laborat sors hominum, mala. 
Nee vincis acer, nee pateris pins ; 
Te mille succorum potentetn 
Destituit medicina mentis. 
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Per cseca noctis taedia turbidse, 
Pigrae per horas lucis inutiles, 
Torpesque, latiguescisque, curis 
Solicitus nimis heu ! patemis. 

Tatidem dolori plus satis est datum, 
Exurge fortis, nunc animis opus, 
Te, docta, Laurenti, vetustas, 
Te medici revocant labores. 

Permitte summo quicquid babes Patri, 
Permitte fideni^ ; et muliebribus. 
Amice, majorem qu^relis 

Redde tuis, tibi redde, mentem. 



IN THEATRO, March 8, 1771. 

Tertii verso quater orbe lustri, 
Quid theatrales tibi, Crispe, pompse ? 
Quam decet canos male litteratos 

Sera voluptas ! 

Tene mulceri fidibus canoris ? 
Tene cantorum modulis stupere ?. 
Tene per pictas oculo elegante 

Currere formas ? 

Inter aequales, sine felle liber, 
Codices, veri studiosus, inter 
Rectius vives. Sua quisque carpat 

Gaudia gratus. 

Lusibus gaudet puer otiosis, 
Luxus oblectat juvenem th^atri. 
At seni fluxo sapienter uti 

Tempore restat. 
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INSULA KEN^ETHI, intek HEBRIDAS. 

Pauva quidem regio, sed religione priorum 

Clara> Caledonias panditur inter aquas. 
Voce ubi Cennethus populos domuisse feroces 

Dicitur, et vaiios dedocuisse deos. 
Hue ego delatus placido per caerula cursu. 

Scire locus volui quid daret iste novi. 
Illic Leniades humili regnabat in aula, 

Leniades, magnis nobili|;atus avis. 
Una duas cepit casa cum genitore puellas, 

Quas Amor undarum crederet esse deas. 
Nee tamen inculti gelidis latuere sub antris, 

Accola Danubii qualia saevus habet. 
Mollia non desunt vacuae solatia vitce, 
. Sive libros posoant otia, sive lyram. 
Fulserat ilia dies, legis qua docta supemae 

Spes hominum et curas gens procul esse jubet : 
Ut precibus justas avertat numinis iras, 

Et summi accendat pectus amore boni. 
Fonti inter strepitus non sacri munera cultus 

Cessarunt, pietas hie quoque cura fuit. 
Nil opus est aeris sacra de turre sonantis . 

Admonitu, ipsa suas nunciat hora vices. 
Quid, quod sacrifici versavit foemina libros ? 

Sint pro legitimis pura labella sacris. 
Quo vagor ulterius? quod ubique requiritur hie est, 

Hie secura quies, hie et honestus amor. 
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SKI A. 



PoNTi profundis clajisa recessibus, 
Strepens procellis, nipibus obsita, 
Quam grata defesso virentem, 
Skia, sinum nebulosa pandis ! 

His cura, credo, sedibus exulat ; 
His blanda certe pax habitat locis ; 
Non ira, non moeror quietis 
Insidias meditatur horis. 

At non cavat^ rupe latescere, 
Menti nee aegrae montibus aviis 
Prodest vagari, nee frementes 
In specula numerare fluctus. 

Humana «¥irtus non sibi sufficit ; 
Datur nee aequum cuique animum sibi 
Parare posse, utcunque jactet 
Grandiloquus nimis alta Zeno. 

Exaestuantis pectoris impetum. 
Rex summe, solus tu regis, arbiter ; 
Mentisque, te toUente, fluctus ; 
Te, resident, moderante fluctus. 



ODE DE SKIA INSULA. 

Permeo terras ubi nuda rupes 
Saxeas miscet nebulis ruinas, 
Torva ubi rident steriles coloni 

Rura labores. 
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Pervagor gentes hominum ferorum. 
Vita ubi nuUo decorata cultu 
Squallet informis, tugurique fumis 

Foeda latescit. 

Inter erroris salebrosa longi^ 
Inter ignotae strepitus loquelse,. 
Quot modis, mecum, quid agat, require, 

Thralia dulds ? 

Seu viri curas pia nupta mulcet, 
Seu fovet mater sobolem benigna, 
Sive cum libris novitate pascit 

Sedula mentem. 

Sit memor nostri, fideique sol vat 
Fida mercedem, meritoque blandum 
Thralise discant resonare nomen 

Littora Skiss. 



S P E S. 

Apr. 16, 1783. 

HoRA sic peragit citata cursum; 
Sic diem sequitur dies fugacem ! 
Spes no¥as nova lux parit, secunda 
Spondens omnia credulis homullis ; 
Spes ludit stolidas, metuque caeco 
Lux angit, miseros ludens homullos. 

VOL. I. 2 c 
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VERSUS, CoLLAKi Capiue Domini BANKS 

■ 

INSCRIBEN^DI. 

Ferpetux, ambitsl bis terra praemia lactis 
Haec habet, altrici capra secunda Jovis. 



AD FCEMINAM QUANDAM GENEBOSAM QU^ 
LIBERTATIS CAUS^ IN SERMONE 
PATROCINATA FUERAT. 

Liber ut esse velim, suasisti, pulchra Maria : 
Ut maneam liber, pulchra Maria, vale. 



JACTURA TEMPORIS. 

HoRA perit furtim Isetis, mens temporis segra 
Pigritiam incusat, nee minus bora perit. 



QuAS navis recipit, quantum sit pondus aquarum, 
Dimidium tanti ponderis intret onus. 



QuoT vox missa pedes abit boras parte secunda? 
Undecies centiun denos quater adde duosque. 
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Elc BIPXION.* 



Kal j3tov, ciTTCv^ orav /it^^c flavdrofo (iekeffffiy 
Sou TTore ypaxl/OfAivov Hifynov aWov c/oi^. 



Eic TO r^c: EAI22H2 Trcpi twv Oyeipcuv Aiviyjua."}* 

TiJ icaXXsc SvvojUii Ti riXoc } Zcvc Travra SlScoicev 

KviTfiSif juij? OIIT8 (ricf}7rrpa fiifitiXt 0€^. 
*Ek Acoc iflTii; Oi/opi Oetog wot eypaxpBv Ofxripog, 

*AXXa ToS* Big OvrtTsg Kvirpic tTrefitpev Ovop* 
Zet/g /K8V0C ^Xoyoevrc ttoXeic eKireptn Kepavv^f 

''Ofc/tiao'i Xafxwpa Acoc Kvirpcg o*«rra ^pci. 

• 

In ELIZiE Enigma. 

Quis forms modus imperio? Venus arrogat.audax 
Omnia, nee eurss sunt sua sceptra Jovi. 

Ab Jove Mssonides descendere somnia narrat : 
Hssc veniunt Cypriae somnia missa Dese. 

Jupiter unus erat, qui stravit fulmine gentes ; 
Nunc armant Veneris lumina tela Jovis. 

* The Rev. Dr. Thomas Birch, author of the History of the 
Royal Society, and other works of note. 

t The lady on whom these verses, and the Latin ones that 
immediately follow, were written, was the celehrated Mrs. Eliza- 
beth Carter, whp translated the works of Epictetus from the 
Greek. 

2c2 
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* O QUI benignus crimina, ignoscis Pater, 
Facilisque semper confitenti ades reo, 
Aurem faventem predbus O prsebe meis ; 
Scelerum caten^ me laborantem gtayh 
interna tandem liberet dementia, 
Ut summa laus sit, summa Christo gloria. 



Per vitas tenebras rei^umque incerta vagantem 
Numine praesenti me tueare, Pater ! 

Me ducat lux sancta, Deus, lux sancta sequatur; 
Usque regat gressus, gratia fida meos. 

Sic peragam tua jussa libens, acdnctus ad omne 
Mandatum, vivam sic moriarque tibi. 



Me, Pater omnipotens, de puro respice coelo, 
Quem mcestum et timidum crimina dira gravant ; 

Da veniam pacemque mihi, da, mente serena, 
Ut tibi <iu» placeant, omnia promptus agam. 

Solvi, quo Christus ciinctis ddicta redemit, 
Et pro me pretium, tu patiare, Pater. 

* This and the three following articles are metrical versions 
of Collects in the Liturgy ; the first, of that, beginning, '* O God, 
** whose nature and property ; the 2d and 3d, of the collects for 
the 17th and ^Ist Sundays after Trinity; and the 4th, of the 1st 
collect in the Communion service. 
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[Dec. 5. 1784*.] 

SuMME Dens, cui caeca patent penetralia cordis ; 

Quern nulla anxietas, nulla cupido fugit ; 
Quern nil vafrities peccantum subdola celat ; 

Omnia qui spectans, omnia ubique regis ; . 
Mentibus afflatu terrenas ejice sordes 

Divino, sanctus regnet ut intus amor: 
Eloquiumqne potens Unguis torpentibus affer, 

Ut tibi laus omni semper ab ore sonet : ^ 

Sanguine quo gentes, quo secula cuncta piavit, 

H»c nobis Christus promeruisse veUt ! 



PSALMUS CXVII. 

Anni qua volucris dudtur orbita, 
Patrem ccelicolClm perpetuo coluht 
Quovis sanguine cretae 
G^ntes undique carmine. 

Patrem, cujus amor blandior indies 
Mortales miseros servat, alit, fovet, 
Omnes undique gentes, 
Sancto dicite carmine. 



* The day on which he received the sacrament for the last 
time ; and eight days before his decease. 
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* Seu te saeva fames, levitas.sive improba fecit, 

Musca, mese comitem, participemque dapis. 
Pone metum, rostrum i^dens immitte cidullo. 

Nam licet, et toto prolue Iseta mero. 
Tu, quamcunque tibi velox indulserit annus, 

Carpe diem ; fugit, heu non revocanda dies ! 
Quae nos blanda comes, quae nos perducat eodem ; 

Volvitur bora mihi, volvitur bora tibi ! 
Una quidem, sic fata volunt, tibi viyitur sestas, 

Ebeu, quid decies plus mihi sexta dedit ! 
Olim prsBteritae numeranti tempora vitae, 

Sexaginta annis non minor unus erit. 



f Habeo, dedi quod alteri ; 
Habuique, quod dedi mihi ; 
Sed quod reUqui. perdidi. 

* The above i» a version of the song, ^^ Basy, curious, thirsty 
fly/' 

t These lines are a version of three sentences that are said in 
the manuscript to be " On the momiment of John of Doncaster ;'' 
and which are as follow : 

What I gave that I have ; 
What I spent that T had; 
What I left that I lost. 
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*E WALTONI PISCATORE PERFECTO 

EiCERPTUM. 

Nunc, per gramina fusi, 
Dens^ fironde salicti, 
Dum defenditur imber. 
Holies ducimus horas. 
Hie, diun debita morti 
Paulum vita moratur, 

* These Lines are a Translation of part of a Song in the Com- 
plete Angler of Isaac WVilton, written by John Chalkhill, a friend 
of Spenser, and a good poet in his time. They are but part of 
the la^t stanza, which, that the reader may have it entire, is here 
given at length. 

If the sun's excessive heat 

Make our bodies swelter,. 
To an osier hedge we get 
For a friendly shelter! 
Where in a dike, 
Pearch or pike, 
Roach or dace. 
We do chase, 
Bleak or gudgeon, 
Without grudging, 
We are still contented. 
Or we sometimes pass an hour 

Under a green willow. 
That defends us from a shower. 
Making earth our pillow ; 
Where we may 
•Think and pr&y, 
- Before death 
Stops our breath : 
Other joys 
Are but toys. 
And to be lamented. 
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Nunc rescire priora. 
Nunc instare futuris. 
Nunc summi prece sanctA 
Patris numen adire est, 
Quicquid quaeritur ultra, 
Caeco ducit amore, 
Vel spe ludit inani, 
Luctus mox pariturum. 



* QuiSQUis iier tendis, vitreas qua lucidus undas 
Speluncae latfe Thamesis praetendit opacae ; 
Marmore^ trepidant qua lentae in fornice guttae, 
Crystallisque latex fractus scintillat acutis ; 
Gemmaque, luxuriae nondum famulata nitenti 
Splendit, et incoquitur tectum sine fraude metalluin ; 
Ingredere O ! rerum purft cole mente parentem ; 
Auriferasque auri metuens scrutare cavernas. 
Ingredere ! Egeriae sacrum en tibi panditur antrum ! 
Hie, in se totum, longe per opaca fiituri 
Temporis, Henricum rapuit vis vivida mentis : 
Hie pia Vindamius traxit suspiria, in ipsd 
Morte memor patriae ; hie Marmonti pectore prima 
Ccelestis fido caluerunt semina flammae. 
Temnere opes, pretium sceleris, patriamque taeri 
Fortis, ades ; tibi sponte patet venerabile limen. 

s 

• The above Lines are a version of Pope's verses on his own 
grotto, which begin 

" Thou who shalt stop where Thames' translucent wave." 
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GRiECORUM EPIGRAMMATUM 
VERSIONES METRICS. 

Pag. 2. Brodaei edit. Bas. ann. 1549- 
NoN Argos pugilem, non me Messana creavit ; 

Patria Sparta mihi est, patria clara viriim. 
Arte valent isti, mibi robo revivere solo est, 

Convenit ut natis, inclyta Sparta, tuis. 



Br. 2. 
QuANDOQUiDEM passim nulla ratione feruutur, 
Cuncta dnis, cuncta et ludicra, cuncta nihil. 



Br. 5, 

Pectoee qui duro, crudos de vite racemos 

Venturi exsecuit, vascula prima meri, 
Labraque constrictus, semesos, jamque terendos 

Sub pedibus, populo praetereunte, jadt. 
Supplidum huic, quoniam crescentia gaudia lassit, 

Det Bacchus, dederat quale, Lycurge, tibi. 
Hae poterant uvas laeto convivia cantu 

Mulcere, aut pectus triste levare malis. 



Br. 8. 

F£BT humeris olaudum validis per comjata caeous. 
Hie oculos sodo commodat, iUe pedes. 
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Br. 10. 
Qui, mutare vias ausus terrasque marisque, 

Trajecit monies nauta, fretumque pedes, 
Xerxi, tercentum Spartae Mars obstitit acris 

Militibus ; terris sit pelagoque pudor ! 



Hr. 11. 

Sit tibi, Calliope, Famassum, cura, teuenti. 

Alter ut adsit Homerus, adest etenim alter Achilles. 



Br. 18. 
Ad Musas Venus haec ; Veneri parete pueUse, 

In vos ne missus spicula tendat amor. 
HsBC Musas ad Venerem ; sic Marti, diva, mineris. 

Hue nunquam volitat debilis iste puer. 



Br. 19. 

Prospeea sors nee te strepitoso turbine tollat. 
Nee menti injiciat sordida eura jugum ; 

Nam vita incertis incerta impellitur auns, 
Omnesque in partes tracta, retracta fluit ; 

Firma manet virtus ; virtuti innitere, tutus 
Fer fluctus vitas sic tibi cursus erit. 



Br. 24, 
HoRA bonis quasi nunc instet suprema fruaris, 

Flura ut victurus secula, parce bonis : 
Divitiis, utrinque cavens, qui tempore parcit^ 

Tempore divitiis utitur, ille sapit. 



POEMATA. 395 

Br. 24. 



NuNQtTAM jugera messibus onustiEi, aut 
Quos Gyges cumulds habebat aim ; 
Quod vitae satis est, peto, Macrine, 
Mi, nequid nimis, est nimis probaium. 



Br. 24. 



NoN opto aut precibus posco ditescere, paucis 
Sit contenta mihi vita dolore carens. 



Br. 24. 
Recta ad pauperiem teudit, cui corpora cordi est 
Multa alere, et multas sedificare domos. 



Br. 24. 
Tu neque dulce putes aliens accumbere mensae. 

Nee probrosa avidas grata sit offa gulas ; 
Nee ficto fletu, fictis solvare cachinnis, 

Arrideus domino, coUacrymansque tuo. 
Laetior baud tecum, tecum neque tristior unquam, 

Sed Miliae ridens, atque dolens Miliae. 



Bn 26. 
Nil non Inortale est mortalibus : omne quod est ki 
Praetereunt, aut bos praeterit omne bonum* 
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Br. 26. 

Democrite, invisas homines majore cachinno. 
Plus tibi ridendum secula nostra dabunt. 

Heradite, fluat lacrfrmarum crebrior imber ; 
Vita hominum nunc plus quod misereris habet 

Interea dubito ; tecum me causa nee ulla 
Ridere, aut tecum me lacrymare jubet. 



Br. 26. 
Elige iter vitas ut possis : rixisque dolisque 

Ferstrepit omne forum ; cura molesta domi est. 
Rura liabor lassat ; mare mille pericula terrent ; 

Verte solum^ fient causa timoris opes ; 
Paupertas misera est ; multse cum conjuge lites 

Tecta ineunt ; coelebs omnia solus ages, 
Proles aucta gravat, rapta orbat, caeca juventae est 

Virtus, canities cauta vigore caret. 
Ergo optent homines, aut nunquam in luminis oras 

Venisse, aut vis& luce repente mori. 



Elige iter vitae ut mavis, prudentia lausque 
Permeat omne forum ; vita quieta domi est. 

Rus omat natura*; levat maris aspera lucrum, 
Verte solum, donet plena crumena decus ; 

Pauperies latitat, cum conjuge gaudia muHa 
Tecta ineunt, coelebs impediere minus ; 
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Muloet amor prolis, sopor est sine prole profundus ; 

Praecellit juvenis vi, pietate senex. 
Nemo optet nunquam venisse in luminis oras, 

Aut periisse'; scatet vita benigna bonis. 



Br. 27. 

Vita omnis scena est ludusque, aut ludere disce 
Seria seponens, aut mala dura pati. 



Br. 27. 
QpjE sine morte fuga est vitae, quam turba malorum 

Non vitanda gravem, non toleranda facit ? 
Dulcia dat natura quidem, mare, sidera, terras, 

Lunaque quas et sol itque reditque vias. 
Terror in^st aliis, moerorque, et siquid habebis 

Forte boni, ultrices experiere vices. 



Br. 27. 

Tekbam adii nudus, de terra nudus abibo. 

Quid labor efficiet ? non nisi nudus ero. 



Br. 27. 
Natus eram lacrymans, lacrymans ^ luce recedo : 

Sunt quibus d lacrymis vix vacat ulla dies. 
Tale hominum genus est, infirmum, triste, misellum. 

Quod mors in dneres solvit, et abdit humo. 



Br. 29. 

QcJiSQUis adit lectos elatd uxore secundos, 

Naufragus iratas illc retentat aquas. 



398 POEMATA, 

Br. SO. 

FcELix ante alios nullius debitor sens ; 

Hunc sequitur coelebs ; tertius, orbe, venis. 
Nee male res cessit, subito si fuiiere spousam 

Ditatus magna dote, recondis humo. 
His sapiens lectis, Epicurum quaerere fnistra 

Qjoales sint monades, qua fit inane, sinas. 



Br. 31. 

Optakit quicunque senex sibi longius avum, 
Dignus qui multa in lustra senescat, erit. 

Cum procul est, optat, cum venit, quisque senectam, 
Incusat, semper spe meliora videt. 



Br. 46. 

Omnis vita nimis brevis est felicibus, una 
Nox miseris longi temporis instar habet. 



Br. 55. 

GiiATiA ter grata est velox, sin forte moretur. 
Gratia vix restat nomine digna suo. 



Br. 56. 

Seu prece poscatur, sen non, da Jupiter omne, 
Magne, bonum ; omne malum, et poscentibus abnue 
nobis. 



FOE MAT A. 3d9 

Br. 60. 
Me, cane vitato, canis excipit alter ; eodem 

In me animo tellus gignit et unda feras. 

Nee mirum ; restat lepori conseendere coelum, 

Sidereus tamen hie territat, ecce canis ! 



Br. 70. 

Telluri, arboribus ver frondens, sidera coelo, 
Grsecise et urbs, urbi est ista propago, decus. 



Br. 75. 

Impia facta patrans, homines fortai^e latebis, 

Non poteris^ meditans prava, latere Deos. 



Br. 75. 

Antiope satyrum, Danae aurum, Europa juvenciim, 

Et cycnum fecit, Leda petita Jovem. 



Br. 92. 

^vi sat novi quam sim brevis; astra tuenti^ 

Per certas stabili lege voluta vices, 
Tangitur baud pedibus tellus : conviva Deorum 
Expleor ambrosiis exbilarorque cibis. 



Br. 96. 
Quod nimium est sit ineptum, bine, ut dixere 
priores, 
Et melli nimio fellis amaror inest. 



400 POEM AT A. 

Br. 103, 
PupPE gubematrix sedisti, audacia, prima 

Divitiis acuens aspera corda virum ; 
Sola rates struis infidas, et dulcis amorem 

Lucri ulciscendum mox nece sola doces. 
Aurea secla hominum, quorum spectandus ocellis 

£ longinquo itidem pontus et orcus erat. 



Br. 126. 

DiTESCis, credo, quid restat ? quicquid habebis 
In tumulum tecum, morte jubente, trahes? 

Divitias cumulai, pereuntes uegligis boras, 
Incrementa sevi non cumulare potes. 



Br. 126. 
Mater adulantum, prolesque pecunia curse, 
Teque frui timor est, teque carere dolor. 



Br. 126. 

Me miserum sors omnis habet ; floreutibus auuis 
Pauper eram, nummis diffluit area senis ; 

Quels uti poteram quondam Fortuna negavit. 
Quels utl nequeo, nunc mlhi prsebet opes. 



Br. 127, 

Mnemosyne, ut Sappho mellita voce canentem 
Audiit, Irata est ne nova Musa foret. 
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Br. 152. 
Cum tacet indoctus, sapientior esse videtur^ 
£t morbus tegitur, dum premit era pudor. 



Br. 155. 

Nunc huic, nunc aliis cedens, cui farra Menippus 
Credit, Achsemenidsenuper ageUus eram. 

Quod nuUi proprium versat Fortuna, putabat 
nie suum stolidus, nunc putat ille suum. 



Br. 166. 

NoN Fortuna sibi te gratum toUit in altum ; 
At docet, exemplo, vis sibi quanta, tuo. 



Br. 162. 
Hic, aurum ut repent, laqueum abjicit, alter ut 
aurum 
Non reperit, nectit quem reperit, laqueum. 



Br. 167. 
Vive tuo ex animo, vario rumore loquetur 
De te plebs audax, hie bene, et ille male. 



Br. 168. 
Vita rosae brevis est, properans si carpere nolis. 
Quaerenti obveniet mox sine flore rubus. 
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Br. 170. 

FuLiciBUS morsus, restihct^ lampade, stultus * 
Exclamat ; niinc me oemere desmitis. 



Br. 202. 

Menodotum pinxit Diodorus, et exit imaj^o^ 
Prseter Menodotum, nullius absimilis. 



Br. 205, 
Haud lavit Phido, baud tetigit, mihi febre calenti 
In mentem ut venit nominis, interii. 



Br. 210. 

Nycticokax cantat letbale, sed ipsa canenti 
Demophilo auscultans Nycticorax moritur. 



Br. 212. 

Heemem Deorum nuncium, pennis levem. 
Quo rege gaudent Arcades, fiirem bourn, 
Hujus palestrae qui vigil custos stetit. 
Clam nocte tollit Aulus, et ridens ait ; 
Prsestat magistro saspe discipulus suo. 



Br. 22S, 
Qui jacet bic, fi;ervtis vixit, nunc, lumine cassus, 
Dario magno non minus tile potest. 
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Br. 227. 
Fulws Alexandri mentitur fama ; fidesque 
Si Phoebo, tictor nescit obire ^em. 



Br. 241. 

Naitta^ quis hoc jaceat ne percontere sepulchre, 
Eveniat tantum mitior unda tibi ! 



Br. 256. 
Cur opulentus eges ? tua cuncta in foenore ponis. 
Sic aliis dives, tu tibi pauper agis. 



Br. 262. 
Qui pascit barbam si crescit mente, Platoni, 
Hirce, parem nitido te tua barba facit. 



Br. 266. 
Clarus loannesf^TiegiQa? affiqi^ ab alto 

Sanguine Anastasii; ciuict^ 9epult;a jacent : 
£t pius, et recti cultor : non ilia jacere 

Dicam ; stat virtus non subigenda neci. 



Br. 267. 
CuNCTiPARENS tellus salve, levis esto pusillo 
Lysigeni, fuerat non gravis iUe tibi. 



Br. 285. 
NauPAagus bicjaceo; conti^ jacet ecce colonus ! 
Idem orcus. jteiT9f pic, pelagoque subest^ 

2d 2 



404 POEMATA. 

Br. 301. 

Quid salverejubes me, pessime? Corripe gressus; 
Est mihi quod non te rideo, plena salus. 



Br. 304. 

Et ferus'est Timon sub terns; janitor orci, 
Cerbere, te morsu ne petat ille, cave. 



Br. 307. 

ViTAM h terdecimo sextus mihi finiet annus, 
Astra mathematicos si modo vera docent. 

Sufficit hoc votis, flos hie pulcherrimus aevi est, 
Et senium triplex Nestoris uma capit. 



Br. 322, 

ZosiMA, quae solo fuit olim corpore serva, 
Corpore nunc etiam libera facta fuit. 



Br. 326. 
ExiGUUM en ! Priami monumentum ; baud ille 
meretur 
Quale, sed hostiles, quale dedere manus. 



Br. 326. 
Hector dat gladium Ajad, dat balteum et Ajax 
Hectori, et exitio munus utrique fuit. 



POEMATA. 405 

Br. 344. 

Ut vis, ponte minax; modo tres discesseiris tdnas, 
Ingemina fluctus, iugeminaque sonum. 



Br. 344. 
Naufragus hie jaceo ; fidens tamen utere velis, 
Tutum aliis asquor, me pereunte, fiiit. 



Br. 398. 
Heraclitus ego ; indoctse ne laedite linguse 

Subtile ingenium quasro, capaxque mei, 
Unus homo mihi pro sexcentis, turba popelli 

Fro nullo, clamo nunc tumulatus idem. 



Br. 399. 
Ambraciota, vale lux alma, Cleombrotus infit, 

Et saltu ^ muro ditis opaca petit : 
Tnste nihil passus, animi at de sorte Flatonis 

Scripta legens, soli vivere mente cupit. 



Br. 399. 
Servus, Epictetus, mutilato corpore, vixi, 
Fauperieque Irus, curaque summa De(im. 



Br. 445. 

Unde hie Fraxiteles ? nudam vidistis, Adoni, 
£t Fari, et Anchisa, non alius, Venerem. 



406 POEMATA. 

Br. 451> 

SiTFFLATO accendis quisquis carbone luceniani» 
Corde meo accendens; ardeo totus ego. 



Br. 486. 
Jupiter hoc t^nplum, ut, siquando relinquit 
Olympum, 
Atthide non alius desit Olympus, habet. 



Br. 487. 
CiTis et extemus grati ; domus hospita nescit 
Quserere, quis, cujus, quis pater5 unde venis. 



POMPEII. 

Br. 487. 
Cum fiigere baud possit, fiactis Victoria pennis, 
Te manet imperii, Roma, perenne decus. 



Br. 488. 
JLatrones alibi locupletum quaerite tecta, 
Assidet buic custos strenua pauperies. 



FoRTUNiB malim adversa^ tolerare procellas, 
Quam domini ingentis ferre supercilium. 



En, Sexto, Sexti meditatur imago, silente. 
Orator statua est, statuaeque orator imago. . 
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PuLCHBA est virginitas intacta, at vita periret, 

Omnes si vellent virginitate frui ; 
Nequitiam fugiens, servatA contrahe lege 

Conjugium, ut pro te des hominem patriae. 



Fert humeris, venerabile onus, Cythereius heros 
Per Trojae flammas, densaque tela, patrem. 

Clamat et Argivis, vetuli, ne tangite, vita 
Exiguum est Marti, sed mihi grande lucrum. 



Forma animos hominum capit, at, si gratia desit, 
Non tenet ; esca natat pulchra, sed hamus abest. 



CoGiTAT aut loquitur nil vir, nil cogitat uxor, 
Felici thalamo non, puto, rixa strepit. 



BucciNA disjecit Thebarum moenia, struxit 
Quss lyra, quam sibi non concinit harmonia ! 



Mente senes olim juvenis, Faustine, premebas. 
Nunc juvenum terres robore corda senex. 

Lasvum at utrumque decus, juveni quod prcebuiC olim 
Turba senum, juvenes nunc tribuere seni. 



ExcEPTJS hospitio musse, tribuere libellos 
Herodoto hospitii praemia, quaeque suum. 



4fQ8 POEM ATA. ^ 

Stella mea, observans stellas, Dii me eethera faxint 
Multis ut te oculis sim potis aspicere. 



Claka Cheroneae soboles, Plutarche, dicavit 
Hanc statuam ingenio^ Roma benigna, tuo. 

Das bene coUatos, quos Roma et Grsecia jactat. 
Ad Divos paribus passibus ire duces ; 

Sed similem, Plutarche, tuae describere vitam 
Non poteras, regio non tulit ulla parem. 



Dat tibi Pythagoram' pictor ; quod ni ipse tacere 
Pythagoras mallet, vocem habuisset opus. 



Prolem Hippi et sua qak meliorem secula nullum 
Videre, Archidicen haec tumulavit humus ; 

Quam, regum sobolem, nuptam, matrem, atque 
sororem 
Fecerunt nulli sors titulique gravem. 



Cecropidis gravis hie ponor, Martique dieatus. 
Quo tua signantur gesta, Philippe, lapis. 

Spreta jacet Marathon, jacet et Salaminia laurus. 
Omnia dum Macedftm gloria et arma premunt. 

Sint Demosthenic^ ut jurata cadavera voce, 
Stabo illis qui sunt, quique fuere, j^avis. 
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Floribus in pratis, le^ quos ipse, coronam 
Contextam variis, do, Rhodoclea, tibi : 

Hie anemone humet, confert narcissus odores 
Cum violis ; spirant lilia mista rosis. 

His redimita comas, mores depone superbos, 
Hssc peritura nitent ; tu peritura nites ! 



MuREM Asclepiades sub tecto ut vidit avarus. 
Quid tibi, mus, mecum, dixit, amice, tibi ? 

Mus blandum ridens, respondit, pelle timorem ; 
Hie, bone vir, sedem, non aUmenta, peto. 



S^PE tuum in tumulum laerymarum deddit imber, 
Quem fundit;blando junetus amore dolor ; 

Charus enim eunetis, tanquam, dum vita manebat, 
Cuique esses natus, euique sodalis, eras. 

Heu quam dura preces sprevit, quam surda querelas 
Farea, juventutem non miserata tuam ! 



Arti ignis lueem tribui, tamen artis et ignis 

Nunc ope, supplicii vivit imago mei. 
Gratia nulla hominum mentes tenet, ista Promethei 

Munera muneribus, si retulere fabri. 



Illa triumpbatrix GraiClm consueta procorum 
Ante suas agmen Lais habere fores, 

Hoe Veneri speculum ; nolo me cemere qualia 
Sum nunc, nee possum cemere qualis eranu 



410 POEMATA. 

Crethida fabellas diilces garrire peritam 
Prosequitur laprymis filia moesta Sami : 

Blandam lanifici sociam sine fine ioquacem, 

Quam tenet hie, cunetas quae manet, alta quies. 



D1CITE5 Causidici, gelido nunc marmore magni 
Mugitum tumulus comprimit Amphiloci. 



Si forsan tumulum quo conditur Eumarus aufers^ 
Nil lucri facies : ossa habet et cinerem. 



EPICTETL 

Me, rex deorum, tuque, due, necessitas, 
Quo, lege vestrS, vita me feret mea. 
Sequar libenter, sin reluctari velim, 
Fiam scdestus, neo tamen. minus sequar. 



E THEOCRITO. 

Poeta, lector, hie quiescit Hipponax, 
Si sis sc^stus, praeteri, procul, marmor : 
At tebonum si n6ris, et bonis natum, 
Tulum hie aedile, et 1^ placet, sopor tutus. 



poemata: 4fll 



EUR. MED. 193—203. 

NoN immerita culpanda venit 
Proavfim vaecors insipientia. 
Qui coDvivia lautasque dapes 
Hilarare suis jussere modis 
Can turn, vitae dulce levamen. 
At nemo feras iras hominum, 
Domibus clans exitiales. 
Voce aut fidibus pellere docuit 
Qiieis tamen aptam ferre medelam 
Utile cunctis boc opus esset ; 
Namque, ubi mensas onerant epulae, 
Quorsum dulcis luxuria soni ? 
Sat leetitid sine subsidiis, 
Fectora molli mulcet dubiae 
Copia coenae. 



TotOC "^ AplJC jSpOToXcH'yOC €vl ITToXilULOKn fiifinVSf 

Kai Tolog Ila^ifiv ttX^^cv tpwri Ocav. 

The above is a Version of a Latin Epigram on the famous 
John Duke of Marlborough by the Abb6 S^vini, which is as 
follows: 

Haud alio vultu, fremuit Mars acer in armis : 
Haud alio, Cypriam percutit ore Deam. 

The Duke was, it seems, remarkably handsome in his person, 
to which the second line has reference. 



412 POEMATA. 



SEPTEM iETATES. 

Prima parit terras aetas, siccatque secunda, 
Evocat Abramum dein tertia : quarta relinquit 
^gyptum ; templo Solomonis quinta supersit ; 
Cyrum sexta timet ; laetatur septima Christo. 



*His Tempelmanni numeris descripseris orbem, 
^Cum sex centuriis Judaso millia septem. 
Myrias* jEgypto cessit bis septima pingui. 
^ Myrias adsciscit sibi nonagesima septem 
Imperium qua Turca^ ferox exercet iniquum. 

• To the above lines (which are unlinishedj and can there- 
fore be only offered as a fragment), in the Doctor's manuscript 
are prefixed the words ** Geographia Metrica." As we are re- 
ferred, in the first of the verses, to Templeman, for having fur- 
nished the numerical computations that are the subject of 
them, his work has been accordingly consulted, the title of 
which is, " A new Survey of the Globe," and which professes 
to give an accurate mensuration of all the empires, kingdoms, 
and other divisions thereof, in the square miles that they respec- 
tively contain. On comparison of the several numbers in these 
verses with those set down by Templeman, it appears that 
nearly half of them are precisely the same; the rest are not quite 
so exactly done. — For the convenience of the Reader, it has been 
thought right to subjoin each number, as it stands in Templeman'a 
works, to that in Dr. Johnson's verses which refers to.it. 

^ In this first article that is versified, there is an accurate con- 
formity in Dr. Johnson's number to Templeman's; who sets 
down the square miles of Palestine at 7,600. 

• The square miles of iEgypt are, in Templeman, 140,70a. 

3 The whole Turkish empire, in Templeman, is computed at 
960,057 square miles. 
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• 

Undecies binas decadas et millia septem 
Sortitur* Pelopis tellus quae nomine gaudet. 

Myriadas decies septem niimerare jubebit 
Pastor* Arabs : decies octo sibi Persa* requirit. 
Myriades sibi pidchra duas, duo millia posdt 
Parthenope*. ^Novies vult tellus mille Sicana. 
^Papa suo regit imperio ter millia quinque. 
Cum sex centuriis numerat sex millia Tuscus^. 
CenturiS. Ligures^ augent duo millia quartsl. - 
Centuries octavam deeadem addit Lucca^ seeundse. 

Ut dicaSy spatiis quam l^tis imperet orbi 
^^ussia, myriadas ter denas adde trecentis : 
"Sardiniam pum sexcentis sex millia complent. 

Cum sexagenis, dum plura reeluserit astas, 
Myriadas ter miUe^homini dat terra'' colendas. 

Vult « viee.» mfflesi^a myri.. addi. 
Vicenis quinas, Asiam^' metata celebrem. 

Se quinquagenis octingentesima jungit 
Myrias, ut menti pateat tota Africa'"^ doctae. 

^ In the four following articles, the numbers in Templeman 
and in Johnson's verses are alike. — We find, accordingly, the 
Morea, in Templeman, to be set down at 7,220 square miles. — 
Arabia, at 700,000. — Persia, at 800,000.— and Naples, at 22,000, 

s Sicily, in Templeman, is put down at 9,400. 

* The Pope's dominions, at 14,868. 

' Tuscany, at 6,640. 

" Genoa, in Templeman, as in Johnson likewise, is set down 
at 2,400. ^ Lucca, at 286. 

'^ The Russian empire, in the 29th plate of Templeman, is set 
down at 3,303,485 square miles. 

" Sardinia, in Templeman, as likewise in Johnson, 6,600. 

** The habitable world, in Templeman, is computed, in square 
miles, at 30,666,806 square miles. 

» Asia, at 10,257,487. »* Africa, at 8,506,208. 



414 POEMATA. 

Myriadas septem deciea Europa^^ dueentis 
Et quaidragenia quoque ter tria millia jungit. 

Myriadas denas dat, qmnque et millia, sexque 
Centurias, et tr^3 deeadas Europa Britannis^^ 

Ter tria myri^di conjungit millia quarts, 
Centuriae quartS^B decades quinque^^ Anglia nectit. 

Millia myriad! septem foecunda secundae 
Et quadragenis decades quinque addit Ieme^^ 

Quingentis quadragenis sDcialis adauget 
Millia B§lga*^ novem. 

Ter sex centurias HoUandia^^ jactat opima 
Undecimum Camber' ^ vult septem millibns addi. 

»5 Europe, at 2,749,349. 

»• The British dominions, at 105,634. 

*' England, as likewise in Johnson's expression of the number, 
at 49,450. ** Iceland, at 27,457. 

• ^9 In the three retqaining instances, which make the whole 
that Dr. Johnson appears to haire rendered into Latin verse, we 
find the numbers exactly agreeing with those of Templeman ; 
who makes the square miles of the United Provinces, 9540 — of 
the province of Holland, 1800— and of Wales, 7011. 



TRANSLATION OF DRYDEN'S EPIGRAM ON 

MILTON. 

Quos laudet vates, Graecus, Romanus, et Anglus» 
Tres tria temporil^us secla dedere suis. 

Sublime ingenium Graecus; Romanus habebat 
Carmen grande sonans ; Anglus utrumque tnlit. 

Nil Haajus Natura capit : clarare priores 
Quae potuere duos tertius unus habet. 



I. 
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EPILOGUE TO THE CARMEN SECULARE OF 

HORACE. 

PERFORMED AT FREEMASONS-HALL. 

Qu^ fausta Romse dixit Horatius, 
Haec fausta vobis dicimus, Angliae 
Opes, triumphos, et subacti 

Imperium pelagi precantes. 

• 

Such strains as, mingled with the lyre. 
Could Rome with future greatness fire. 
Ye sons of England, deign to hear, 
Nor think our wishes less sincere. 

May ye the varied blessings share 
Of plenteous peace and prosp'rous war ; 
And o'er the globe extend your reign. 
Unbounded masters of the main ! 



TRANSLATION OF A WELSH EPITAPH (iN HER- 
BERT'S travels) ON PRINCE MADOCK. 

Inclytus hie haeres magni requie^cit Oeni, 
Confessas tantum mente manuque patrem ; 

Servilem tuti cultum contempsit agelli, 
£t petiit terras per freta longa novas. 



END OF THE FIRST VOLUME 
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